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To  the  Man  of  the  High  North 

MY  rhifiiirs  arc  nnuih,  ami  often  in  my  rhyming 
I'rr  drifted,  silrrrmilcd,  on  aeus  of  dream, 

Ilrarinu  afar  the  helh  of  tJlfland  ehlmimj, 
Heeinq  the  (frorex  of  Arcadie  agteam. 


I  ,ras  Ihr  thrall  of  licantu  that  rejoirrH 
From  peak  snow-diadem' d  to  ref/al  xtar; 

Yrt  to  mine  aerie  ercr  pierced  the  roiccK, 
The  prcfinant  roices  of  the  Thifuis  That  Are. 


The  Here.  th<   \oir.  the  rast  Forlorn  aronnd  m: 

The  iiolddclirium,  the  ferine  strife: 
The  Insts  that  Inrr  ns  on.  the  hatrs  that  honnd 
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Onr  red  rags  in  the  patch-nork  <iuilt  of  Life. 


TO  THE  MAN  OF  THE  HIGH   NORTH 

The  namehsH  men  icho  namrlens  rher.s  travel, 
And  in  strangle  rallejjs  rpeet  strnufie  deaths 
ahtnc: 

The  fjrim,  intrrpid  ones  who  wonid  unravel 
The  nnjsleries  that  shroud  the  Polar  Zone. 


These  uill  /  ,inff,  and  if  one  of  you  linger 
Over  n,,/  paf,es  in  thr  Lonrj,  Lon„  Y!,,ht, 

And  on  some  lone  linr  la,,  a  ealloused  finl,er, 
^ayinf,:  "  IV,  huwan-trur-it  hits  me  right ■  - 

Then  trill  I  count  this  lorinr,  toil  ,rell  spent: 

Then  trill  T  drran,  avhile-eontent,  eontent 
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Men  of  the   High  North 

Mkn  of  the  High  North,  the  wild  sky  is  blazing; 

Islands  of  opal  float  on  silver  seas; 
Swift  splendors  kindle,  barbaric,  amazing; 

Pale  ports  of  amber,  golden  argosies. 
Hlufied  all  around  us  the  proud  peaks  are  glow- 

inj;; 
Fierce  chiefs  in  council,  their  wigwam  the  sky; 
Far.  far  below  us  the  big  Yukon  flowing, 

Like  threaded  (juicksilver,  gleams  to  the  eye. 


Men  of  the  High  North,  you  who  have  known  it; 

You  in  whose  hearts  its  splendors  have  abode; 
Can  you  renounce  it.  can  \ou  disown  it? 

Can  you  forget  it,  its  glory  and  its  goad? 
Where  is  the  hardship,  where  is  the  pain  of  it? 

Lost  in  the  limbo  of  things  you've  forgot ; 
Ouly  remain  the  guerdon  and  gain  of  it. 

Zest  of  the  foray— and  God,  how  you  fought! 
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Men  of  the  High  North 


Ycu  who  have  made  good,  you  foreign  faring; 

You  money  magic  to  far  lands  has  whirled; 
Can  you  forget  those  days  of  vast  daring. 

There  with  your  soul  on  the  Top  o'  the  World? 
Nights  wlum  no  peril  could  keep  you  awake  on 

Spruce  boughs  you  spread  for  your  couch  in 
the  snow; 
Taste  all  your  feasts  like  the  beans  and  the  bacon 

Fried  at  the  camp-fire  at  forty  below? 


Can  you  remember  your  huskies  all  going. 
Barking  with  joy  and  their  brushes  in  air; 

You  in  your  parki.  glad-eyed  and  glowing. 
Monarch,  your  subjects  the  wolf  and  the  near? 

Monarch,  your  kingdom  unravisht  and  gleaming; 
Mountains  your  throne,  and  a  river  your  car; 

Crash  of  a  bull  moose  to  rouse  you  from  dream- 

Forest  your  couch,  and  your  candle  a  star. 


You  who  this  faint  day  the  High  North  is  luring 
rinto  her  vastness,  taintlessly  sweet; 

You   who   are  steel-braced,   straight-lipped,   en- 
durinff, 
Dreadless  in  danger  and  dire  in  defeat: 


Men  of  the  High  North 
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llon..i  li."  llij^l'  North  i'vt'i- ami  i-vcr. 

Wh.ilu'i-  slK*  croNvti  you.  or  wlieti.er  she  slay; 
Suit.T  li<  r  f'lrx.  rherish  and  love  her— 

II..  ul.o  would  rule  he  must  learn  to  obey. 


■  ♦ 
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M,.„  .:!•  111.'   lli.i;l>   North,   li.'nv  numntains  love 
von ; 
Wvoml    riv.'is  l(>ai)    when    you    ride    on    their 

hreast. 
S.M-.  ih.-  nuster."  sky,  pensive  above  yon, 

hoiis  all  her  .jewels  to  smile  on  your  rest. 
riiil'lvn  of  Freedom,  scornful  of  frontiers, 

\V,>  wiio  are  weaklinjrs  honor  your  worth. 
Lords  of  the  wilde.n.-ss.   Prinees  of  Pioneers, 
l.rts  have  a  rouse  thai    will   rin-  nmnd  the 
earth. 
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The  Ballad  oi  the  Northern  Lights 


One  of  the  Down  and  Out — that's  me.    Stare  at 

me  well,  ay,  stare  I 
Stare  and  slirink — snv!  you  wouhln't  think  that 

I  was  a  millionaire. 
Look  at  my  face,  it's  crimped  and  gouj^ed — one 

of  them  death-mask  thinjjs; 
Don't  seem  the  sort  of  man,  do  I,  as  nnght  be 

the  pal  of  kinp;s? 
Slouchin};  alonir  in  smelly  ra}js,  a  bleary-eyed, 

no-};ood  bum; 
A   knijiht  of   the  lioUow   ncvnlle.   pard.   spewed 

from  the  sodden  slum. 
Look  me  all  over  from  head  to  foot ;  how  nxuch 

would  you  think  T  was  wortli? 
A   dollar?   a   dime?  a   nickel?     Why,   I'm  the 

ireaJthicfit   man  on  earth. 
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No.  don't  von  think  that  I'm  off  my  base.    You'll 

sin*;  a  different  tune 
If  only  you'll  let  me  spin  my  yarn.    Come  over 

to  this  saloon; 
Wvt  luy  throat — it's  as  dry  as  chalk,  and  seeing 

as  how  it's  you, 
I'll  toll  the  tale  of  a  Northern  trail,  and  so  help 

inc  God,  it's  true. 
I'll  tell  of  the  howlinjj  wilderness  and  the  hag- 

f?ard  arctic  heights, 
<  ►f  a  reckless  vow  that  I  made,  and  how  /  staked 

the  Northern  Lights. 
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KjMucinhcr  the  year  of  the  Big  Stampede  and  the 

Trail  of  Ninety-eight, 
\A"h<>n  th(»  eyes  of  the  world  were  turned  to  the 

North,  and  the  hearts  of  men  elate; 
Hearts  of  the  old  dare-devil  breed  thrilled  at  the 

wondrous  strike. 
And  to  every  man  who  could  hold  a  pan  came 

the  message,  "  Up  and  hike." 
Well,  I  was  there  with  the  best  of  them,  and  I 

knew  I  would  not  fail. 
Von  wouldn't  believe  it  to  see  me  now;  but  wait 

till  you've  heard  mv  tale. 
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ou-vo  iva.l  (,f  the  Trail  of  Ninety-ei^rht.  I, 


lit  its 


woe  no  man 


li 


may  tell; 


w.is  :,||  .,!•  a  pier,,  and  a  whole  yard  wi.le.  and 


V\ 


tlH'  nam.-  of  the  brand 


was  "  Hell 


oiir  all;   w, 


And 


«'  lieai-d  the  eall  and   we  staked 
w.iv  i>|iinjr,.|s  i)layin<r  Idind. 
""  •"""  >-'n-i'a  how  his  n.-i-hlKM-  fared,  and 


io  man  htoked  In-hind 


<>l"  a   111  I  h  less  •^roci] 


was  born  of  need.  an<l 


th 


And 


wi'akiin^  went  to  the  wall 


:'  'iirsc  i-ii^ht  avail   wh 


f.iil.  and   the  uolddnst  erazed 


<*ie  a  prayci-  wonld 


lis  all. 


iiojd 


\v<'r<'  ,ve.  aiKl  th,.y  called  ns  tl 
Iioly  Trinity ;■' 


ii'ee  the  "  Un- 


Tl 


M'r<'  was  (Ml'  Olson,  tl 


l>ii,Ho  Kid  and 


!«'  sailor  Swede,  ami  th 


me 


W 


•'  \\<'re  the  discards  of  th 


•  »f  I ^n rest. 


e  paek,  the  foiel 


«»opers 


lu'ckiess  spirils  id"  li( 


<d"  the  West. 


i-ce  revolt  in  the  f, 


W 


W 


e   w 


"''■<'  IxMind   to  win  and   w 
hardships  of  the  way. 
<'    sialied    onr    ijronnd    and 


•  MMient 


e  revelled   in  th< 


our    ho 


^^ 


crowiu'd.  and  we  hoisted  out  the 


pes    were 


<'  wer(>  rich  in  a  day  beyond  our  d 
yold  from  the  urrass-roots  dow 


pay. 


ream.s.  it  was 
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F'.nr  \\<'  wcnn'i  used  to  such  sudden  wi'ulth,  and 
tlit'if  \\;is  the  siren  town. 
ic  nndc  :iimI  cari'Icss  front iersinen,  with 


W 


\\( 


iiiiK  ii  in  us  of  the  Ix'ast; 


w«'  lost 


\\f  <uiil(|  hear  tlic  famine  worthily,  but 

uiir  iii'ads  at  tlie  feast. 
Tlir   i(.\\ii    looked    iiiifiJit.v   hrij^ht   to  us,   with   a 

iMinrli  of  dust  to  spen<l, 
And  iiriiliim;  was  half  too  <j;ood  them  days,  and 

t'viiyoiie  \\as  our  friend. 
W  iniii;;  iiniini  more  than  mining  then,  and  life 

was  a  <lizzy  whirl, 
<  Ijiiiihliim  'IikI  droppinj;  ehunks  of  gold  down  the 

iH-rk  of  a  dance-hall  girl; 
Till  w(    went  clean  mad,  it  .seems  to  me,  and  we 

s(|iiaiid('red  our  last  poke. 
And  we  sold  our  claim,  and  we  found  ourselves 

one  Ititter  morning     broke. 


Till-    hagii    Kid    he    dreamed    a    dream    of    his 

mother's  aunt  who  died — 
In  the  dawn-light  dim  she  rame  to  him,  and  she 

stood  by  his  bedside. 
And  she  said:    "(Jo  forth  to  the  highest  North 

till  a  lonely  trail  ye  find; 
Follnw    it  far  and  trust  your  star,  and  fortune 

will  he  kind."* 


^yiil 
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But  I  jeered  at  him,  and  then  there  tame  the 

Sailor  Swede  to  me, 
And  he  said :  '-  I  dreamed  of  my  sister's  son,  who 

croaketl  at  the  a}?e  of  three. 
From    tlie  lierdtnl   dead   he  snealved   and   said: 

'Seek  you  an  Arctic  trail; 
'Tis  pale  and  grim  by  the  Polar  rim,  but  seek  and 

ye  shall  not  fail.'  " 
And    lol    that   night    T    too   did   dream    of   mv 

mother's  sister's  son, 
And  he  said  to  me:   "  By  the  Arctic  Sea  there's 

a  treasure  to  be  won. 
Folhjw  and  follow  a  lone  moose  trail,  till  you 

come  to  a  valley  grim, 
On  the  slope  of  the  lonely  watershed  that  borders 

the  Polar  brim.'' 
Then  I  woke  my  pals,  and  soft  we  swore  by  the 

mystic  Silver  Flail, 
'Twas  tiie  hand  of  Vi\U\  and  to-morrow  straight 

we  would  seek  the  lone  moose  trail. 


We  watched  the  groaning  ice  wrench  free,  crash 

on  with  a  hollow  din; 
Men  of  the  wilderness  were  we,  freed  from  the 

taint  of  sin. 
The  mighty  river  snatched  us  up  and  it  bore  us 

swift  alohg; 
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TIh'  days  were  bright,  and  the  morning  light  was 

swi-et  with  jewelled  song. 
^^'e  poled  and  lined  up  nameless  streams,  por- 

taf^ed  o'er  hill  and  plain; 
We  burnt  our  boat  to  save  the  nails,  and  built 

our  boat  aj;ain; 
We  gueswd  and  groped,  North,  ever  North,  with 

many  a  twist  and  turn ; 
We  saw  ablaze  in  the  deathless  days  the  splendid 

sunsets  burn. 
O'er  soundless  lakes  where  the  grayling  makes  a 

rush  at  the  clumsy  fly ; 
By  blurts  so  steep  tliat  the  hard-hit  sheep  falls 

sheer  from  out  the  sky; 
liy  lilied  pools  where  the  bull  moose  cools  and 

wallows  in  huge  content; 
By  rocky  lairs  where  the  pig-eyed  bears  peered 

at  our  tiny  tent. 
Through    the   black    canyon's    angry    foam    we 

hurled  to  dreamy  bars, 
And  round  in  a  ring  the  dog-nosed  peaks  bayed 

to  tlie  mocking  stars. 
Spring  and  summer  and  autumn  went;  the  sky 

had  a  tallow  gleam, 
Yet  North  and  ever  North  we  pressed  to  the  land 

of  our  Golden  Dream. 


'■-.'■#■■'1 
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So  we  came  at  last  to  a  tniul 
Jind  <r,.j,„  .jy,i  jyjj^.^ 

And  there  a  as  the  htlle  I 


«*a  vast,  and  dark 


knew   it  f( 


<Mie  moose  trail,  and  we 


<>!•  our  own. 


Hv  mnske;;  liollow  and  ni-;,'!.!-] 

endh'ssjy; 
.Sorry  of  heart  and 


lead  it  wajidered 


sore  of  foot,  wearv  i 


we 


lien  were 


The  .short-lived  sun  had  a  h-ad.-n  -I 


darl 


ill'-  :ind  th(! 


<ness  came  too  sc 


>on. 


And  stationed  t\ 


K're  with  a  solemn  st; 
pinehed,  anaemie  moon. 


ne  was  the 


i^ilenee   ami   sijv 


dumbly  shrink. 
And  you  ihoiniht   to  jn-ar  wit! 


«'rn   solitude    till    it    uuide   v 


ou 


Hie  ihin-s  you  thou<,dit  to  think. 


I  an  outward  ear 


Oh.  it  was  wihl  and  weird  and  wan.  an.i    v,.r  jn 

camp  o'  nights 
W.'  would  watch  and  watch  th..  silver  dance  of 

the  mystic  .Vorthern  Lijjhts. 
And  soft  they  danced  from   the  Polar  sky  and 

swept  in  primrose  haze; 
And   swift  they  pranced    with   their  silver   feet, 

aiul  pierced  with  a  hlindinj;  hlaze. 
They  dan«cd  a  cotillion   in   the  sky;  they  were 

rose  and  silver  shod  ; 
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It   was  not  ijowl  for  the  ores  of  man     'twas  u 

sij^hr  for  the  eyes  of  Go<l. 
It  made  us  mad  and  stranj;e  and  sad.  and  the 

f^old  w Iitreof  we  dreamed 
Was  all  forgot,  and  our  only  thoujfht  was  of  the 

liirlits  that  <;Ieamed. 

Oil.  the  tundra  sponpre  it  was  golden  brown,  and 

some  was  a  bright  blood-red; 
And  the  icindeer  moss  gleamed  here  and  there 

like  the  tombstones  <»f  the  dead. 
And  in  and  out  and  aronnd  about  the  little  trail 

ran  clear. 
And   we  hated   it   with   a   dea<lly  hate  and   we 

feared  with  a  deadly  fear. 
And  the  skies  of  night  were  alive  with  light,  with 

a  throbbing,  thrilling  flame: 
Amber  and  rose  and  violet,  opal  and  gold  it  eame. 
It  swe])t  the  sky  like  a  giant  scythe,  it  (quivered 

back  to  a  wedge: 
Argently  bright,  it  eleft  th-^  night  with  a  wavy 

golden  edge. 
Pennants   of  silver   waved   and   streamed,   lazy 

banners  unfurled; 
Suflden  splendors  of  sabres  gleamed,  lightning 

javelins  were  hurled. 


4', 
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There  in  our  awe  Ave  trouched  and  saw  with  our 

wihl,  uplifted  eyes 
Cliarjie  and  retire  the  hosts  of  fire  in  the  battle- 

fiehl  of  the  skies. 

But  all  thinj?s  come  to  an  end  at  last,  and  the 

inuskcR  nu'lted  away. 
And  frowning  down  to  bar  our  path  a  muddle  of 

mountains  lay. 
And  a  Korse  sheered  up  in  j^ranite  walls,  and  the 

moose  trail  crept  betwixt— 
'Twas  as  if  the  earth  had  ^mped  too  far  and  her 

stonv  jaws  were  fixt. 
Then  the  winter  fell  with  a  sudden  swoop,  and 

the  heavv  «louds  sajijjed  low, 
And  earth  and'  sky  were  blotted  «mt  in  a  whirl 
of  driving  snow. 

We  were  climbing  up  a  glacier  in  the  ntn-k  of  a 

mountain  pass, 
When  the  Dago  Kid  slipped  down  and  fell  into 

a  deep  crevasse. 
When  we  got  him  out  one  leg  hung  limp,  and  his 

brow  was  wreathed  with  pain, 
And  he  says:  " 'Tis  badly  broken,  boys,  and  I'll 

never  walk  again. 
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It's  death  for  all  if  ye  linger  here,  and  that's  no 

cursM  lie; 
^,,  „„,  jjo  on  while  the  trail  is  good,  and  leave 

me  down  to  die." 
n..  raved- and  swore,  but  we  tended  him  with  onr 

nneoiith.  elnnisy  eare. 
,,„,  ,.;nM,.-tire  ,Meanu.l  and  he  jjaz..!  and  dreamed 

with  a  fixed  and  enrious  stare. 
Then  all  at  once  he  grabbed  n».v  gun  and  he  put 

it  to  his  head, 
And  !..■  savs:   -I'll  fix  it  for  you.  boys    -them 
are  the  words  he  said. 

So  we  sewed  him  up  in  a  canvas  sack  and  we 

slung  him  to  a  tree; 
And  the  stars  like  needles  stabbed  our  eyes,  and 

woeful  men  were  we. 
And  (m  we  went  on  our  woeful  way,  wrapped  in 

a  daze  of  dream, 
\nd  the  N.uthern  T.ights  in  the  crystal  nights 

,ame  forth  with  a  mystic  gleam. 
Th..y  danerd  and  they  danced  the  devil-dance 

over  the  naked  snow; 
And  s<.ft  they  r.»lled  like  a  tide  upshoaled  with  a 

ceaseless  ebb  and  flow. 
They  rippled  grecm  with  a  wondrous  sheen,  they 
tluttered  out  like  a  fan ; 


'^■i. 


■4- : 
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'l"l'<'V  sp.v.i.i  with  :,  bli,,,.  „f  ,,,so-,,ink  ,:,ys  ...-v.., 
vet  seen  of  mail. 

ms  iiiid  siilphm-.jtjile; 
Tli(M.  s\vif,  (I„.y  ,l,.-n,;,,.,i  ,on  .irn-on  vast,  lash- 
iii,ir  a  cloven  tail. 

Itsoein,.,l  (o  US.  as  u,.  na/...,!  aloft  will,  ;,„  .v,.,- 

Jiistiiij;  stat-c. 
Tli«'  sky   was  a   pit    of  l.ah'  an.l   ,l,va.l,   ami   a 

inoiistci-  revelled  tlieie. 


Weeliiiibed  (lie  rise  of  a  lio-j-l.acl 


desolate  and  d 


rear. 


^Vlien  (lie  Sailor  S\ve<le  had 
jrot  (o  talkiiij;  (jiieer. 


k  ranjje  that  was 


ii  <i'a/y  lit.  and  he 


Uv  talked  (»f  his  h 


trees  all  in  hlooi 
And  the  fern  head-lii^di,  and  tl 


ome  in  Ore-r.Mi  and  the  peaeh 


(li«'  foresC 


i<   (opaz  sky,  and 


He  talked  of  tl 


■!cen(ed  iflooin. 


H'  sins  of  his  misspent  life,  and 


I  lien  he  seemed  to  hrood 
And  I  watehed  him  there  like  a  f 


ox  a  hare,  for  I 


And 


knew  it  was  not  <rood. 

•'<'"'>nf?h  in  (he  dim  dawn  liffht  I  missed 
Inni  from  (he  tent. 


snr 


And   a   fri^sh    trail    broke   throtiffh    the  rrtisted 
snow,  and  I  knew  not  where  it  went. 
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Hut  I  foll,>u,.d  it  o'er  the  .seamless  waste,  and  I 

found  him  at  sliut  of  day, 
Xakeu  there  as  a  new-born  babt-— so  I  left  him 

where  lie  lay. 

Day  after  day  was  sinister,  and  I  foujrht  tiene- 

cyed  despair, 
And  I  clung  to  life,  and  I  struggled  on,  I  knew 

not  why  nor  where. 
I  packed  my  grub  in  short  relays,  and  I  cowered 

<lown  in  my  tent, 
And  the  world  around  was  purged  of  sound  like 

a  frozen  continent. 
Day  after  day  was  dark  as  death,  but  ever  and 

ever  at  nights, 
With  a  brilliancy  that  grew  and  grew,  blazed  up 

the  Northern  Lights. 
They  r'.Ued  around  with  a  soundless  .sound  like 

softly  bruised  silk; 
They  poured  into  the  bowl  of  the  sky  with  (he 

gen*  le  flow  of  milk. 
In  eager,  pulsing  violet  their  wheeling  chariots 
came, 

Or  they  poised  above  the  Polar  rim  like  a  coronal 

of  flame. 
I'lom  depths  of  darkness  fathomless  their  lancing 

rays  were  hurled, 


t'4 
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I.ikc  tUv  all-coMihininjr  s.'aiTli-lijrl.ts  of  tl.c  navies 

of  the  world. 
Tliere  on  tlie  roof-pol.'  ..f  Uie  worl.l  ..s  one  be- 

wifclied  I  j,'nzed, 
And  liowlcd  and  -rovelled  like  a  beast  as  the 

luvfnl  splendors  blazed. 
My    eyes    were    .seared,    yet    thralled    I    peered 

through  the  parki  hood  nijjh  blind; 
Rut  I  .xta-jrered  on  to  the  li-hts  that  .shone,  and 

never  I  looked  lu'hind. 


There  is  a  iii.Mintain  r.H.nd  and  low  that  lies  by 

the  Polar  rim. 
And  I  (•lind)ed  its  hei-ht  in  a  whirl  of  li-ht,  and 

I  peered  o'er  its  ja,irj,'ed  brim; 
And  there  in  a  crater  deep  and  vast,  un-ained, 

nn<,nies.sed  of  men. 

The  mystery  of  the  Antic  world  was  flashed  into 

my  ken. 
For  (luMv  these  poor  dim  eyes  of  min.-  beheld  the 

sif^dit  of  sifjhts  - 
That  hollow  rin-  was  the  sonne  and  spring  of 

the  mystic  Northern  Lijojhts. 


Then   I  staked   that  place  fr<.m  crown  to  base. 
iMid  I  hit  the  homeward  trail. 
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Ah.  •iu.i:  i,  nas  jrood,  tI,o„frh  ,„v  ev..s  uv.v 
'''"n-*'<J.  and  I  crawled  like  a  slcklv  snail 

f"  'I'at  vast  white  world  where  the  sih^nt  skv 
•"•"'"""''s  with  the  silent  snow 

'"  """.er  and  .-ohl  and  n.isery  I  wandered  to 
and  fro. 

'•'"  "'"  ^^'"'"^  ^^^^  P'ty  on  my  pain,  and  He  led 
nie  to  the  sea. 

And  son,e  ioe-bonnd  whalers  heard  n.y  n.oan.  and 

t'i(\y  fed  and  sheltered  me 
Tlu.y    fed     the     feeble    scarecrow    thinj,.    rl.at 

stumbled  out  of  the  wild 
^^•ith  the  ravaged  face  of  a  mask  of  death  and 

the  wandering  wits  of  a  child— 
A  ...nvn.  cowering  bag  of  bones  that  once  had 

been  a  man. 
TlH-y  tended  n.e  and  they  brought  me  back  to 

•  lie  world,  and  here  I  am. 

'^<'nn'  say  that  the  Xorth.-rn  Lights  are  the  glare 

of  the  Arctic  ice  and  snow 
And  sou.e  that  it's  electricity,  and  nobodv  seems 

to  know. 

'•'"  III  tell  you  now  -and  if  I  lie.  ,„ay  ,„v  lips 

be  stricken  dund)— 
I'-s  a  >nh,r.  a  n.ine  of  the  precious  stuff  that  men 

•■ill!  radium. 
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iJs  a   niillioii   dollars  a   poniid,   thry  say,  aud 

there's  tons  and  tons  in  sij^lit. 
Von  ean  see  it  fjleam  in  a  golden  stream  in  the 

solitudes  of  nij,dit. 
And  it's  mine,  all  mine— and  say!  if  you  have  a 

hundred  plunks  to  spare, 
I'll  let  you  have  the  «hanee  of  your  life,  I'll  sell 

you  a  quarter  share. 
You  turn  it  down?     Well.  I'll  nuike  it  ten.  see- 

injr  as  yoi!  are  my  friend. 
Xothiuj.:  doinj:?     Say!  dim't  be  hard— have  you 

got  a  dollar  to  lend'.* 
Just  a  dollar  to  help  me  out,  I  know  you'll  treat 

me  white; 
I'll  do  as  much  for  you  some  day     .     ,    .     God 
bless  you,  sir;  ijood-night. 


.*  i.\ 
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■ 
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O'er  soundless  lakes,  where  the  grlfl^  makes  a 
rush  at  the  clumsy  fly. 
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The  Ballad  of  the  Black  Fox  Skin 

I. 

There  was  Claw-finffored  Kitty  and  Windy  Ike 

living  the  life  of  shame, 
When  unto  them  in  the  Long,  Long  Night  came 

the  man-who-had-no-name- 

»V  lid  he  came. 

His  cheeks  were  blanched  as  the  flume-head  foam 
when  the  brown  spring  freshets  flow; 

Deep  m  their  dark,  sin-calcined  pits  were  his 
sombre  eyes  aglow ; 

Tl.ey  knew  him  far  for  the  fitful  man  who  spat 
forth  blood  on  the  snow. 


.v4 
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"Did   ever  yoti   see   suth   a   skin?*'   quoth   he; 

•'  there's  lumjrht  in  tlie  woiM  so  fine — 
Sueh  fullness  of  fur,  as  blaek  as  the  nijjht,  such 

lustre,  such  size,  sueh  shine; 
It's  life  to  a  one-lunjred  man  like  me;  it's  London, 

it's  women,  it's  wine. 


"The  .Moose-hides  called  it  the  devil-fox,  and 
swore  that  no  man  could  kill; 

That  he  who  hunted  it,  swm  or  late,  must  surelj 
sutler  some  ill ; 

Rut  I  laujjhed  at  them  and  their  old  squaw- 
tales.     Ilal  ha!  I'm  laugh inj;  still. 

"  For.  look  ye,  the  skin— it's  as  smooth  as  sin, 
and  black  as  the  core  of  the  Pit. 

By  gun  or  by  trap,  whatever  the  hap,  I  swore  I 
would  capture  it; 

By  star  and  by  star  atield  and  afar,  I  hunted 
and  would  not  quit. 

"  For  the  devil-fox  it  was  swift  and  sly,  and  it 

seemed  to  tleer  at  me; 
I   would  wake  in  fright  by  the  camp-fire  light, 

hearing  its  evil  glee; 
Into  my  dream  its  eyes  would  gleam,  and   its 

shadow  would  I  see. 


-I    - 
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"It  sniffed  and  ran  from  the  ptannij^an  I  luul 

poisoned  to  excess; 
''"•'•"•inHl  it  spcHl  from  ,„y  urathful  l.-ad  ('tuas 

as  if  I  sliot  hy  jrness  I  ; 
V.t  if  ra.ne  l,y  night  in  th.-'staik  n.oonlijrj,,  ^o 

iiiofk  at  nij  weariness. 

••  I   tracked   it  up  where  the  nmnntains  h„nch 
like  the  vertebrae  of  the  world; 

I  ""'.k.-d  it  down  to  the  dcath-still  pits'where  the 
avalanche  is  hurled; 

From  th«.  -looms  to  the  sacerdotal  snows,  wh 
the  car<led  clouds  are  cnrle<l. 


ere 


•  '•  ••"...  th,.  vastitudes  where  the  wculd  protrudes 
throu-h  clouds  like  seas  np-shoaled 

I  iH'Id  its  track  till  it  led  me  back  to  the  land  I 
had  left  of  old— 

Tl..'  land  I  had  looted  2nany  moons.  I  was  weary 
and  .sick  and  cold. 

"  '  '''"'.  '''■'^'  >*<>"I-si.k.  of  the  futile  chase,  and 

nierc  and  then  I  swore 
TlH-   foul   fiend   fox   n.iffht  scathless   -o,   for   I 

would  hunt  no  more- 

'''"'"  '  '"'^^'^^  ""'n^  eyes  in  a  vast  surprise-it 
stood  by  my  cabin  door. 
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"  A  rifle  raised  in  the  wraith-lilvc  gloom,  and  a 

vengeful  shot  that  sped; 
A  howl  that  would  thrill  a  cream-faced  corpse — 

and  the  demon  fox  lay  dead.    .    .    . 
Yet  there  was  never  a  sign  of  wound,  and  never 

a  drop  he  bled. 

"  So  that  was  the  end  of  the  great  black  fox,  and 

here  is  the  prize  I've  won; 
And    now    for   a   drink    to   <lieer    me    up — I've 

mushed  since  the  early  sun; 
We'll  <lriiik  a  toast  to  the  sorry  ghost  of  the  fox 

whose  race  is  run.'' 


II. 

Now  Claw-fingered  Kitty  and  Windy  Ike,  bad  as 

the  worst  were  they; 
In  their  roatl-house  down  by  the  river-trail  they 

waited  and  watched  for  prey; 
With  wine  and  song  they  joyed  night  long,  and 

they  slept  like  swine  by  day. 

For  things  wei'e  done  in  the  Midnight  Sun  that 

no  tongue  will  ever  tell; 
And  T  en  there  be  who  walk  earth-free,  but  whose 

names  are  writ  in  Ilell — 
Are  writ   in   flames   with   the  guilty   names  of 

I'ournier  and  Labelle. 


The  Ballad  of  the  Black  Fox  Skin 


37 


Put  not  your  trust  in  a  poke  of  dust  would  yo 
sleep  the  sleep  of  sin; 

For  there  be  those  who  would  rob  your  clothes 
ere  yet  the  dawn  conies  in ; 

And  a  prize  likewise  in  a  woman's  eyes  is  a  peer- 
less black  fox  skin. 

Put  your  faith  in  the  mountain  cat  if  you  lie 

within  his  lair; 
Trust  the  fanjfs  of  the  mother-wolf,  and  the  claws 

of  the  lead-ripped  bear; 
\M\t  oh,  of  the  wiles  and  the  gold-tooth  smiles  of 

a  dance-hall  wench  beware! 

Wherefore  it  was  beyond  all  laws  that  lusts  of 

man  restrain, 
A  man  drank  deep  and  sank  to  sleep,  never  to 

wake  again; 
And  the  Yukon  swallowed  through  a  hole  the 

cold  corpse  of  the  slain. 


%\ 
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III. 

The  Idack  fox  skin  a  shadow  cast  from  the  roof 

nigh  to  the  floor; 
And  sleek  it  seemcMl  and  soft  it  gleamed,  and  the 

w(mian  stroked  it  o'er; 
And  the  man  stood  by  with  a  brooding  eye.  and 

gnasluKl  his  teeth  and  swore. 
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>Mi.'n  ilii.vcs  and  tlni-s  fall  ont  and  fight  there's 

fell  arrears  to  pay; 
And  soon  or  late  sin  meets  its  fate,  and  so  it  fell 

one  day 
That  ('law-fin-,.red  Kitty  and  Windy  Ike  fanged 

up  like  do<?s  at  bav. 

"The  skin  is  mine,  all  mine/'  she  cried;  "I  did 
the  deed  alone." 

"  It's  share  and  share  with  a  jjnilt-yok.Ml  pair," 
he  hissed  in  a  prc-rnant  tone; 

And  so  they  snarled  like  nialamiites  over  a  mil- 
dewed hone. 

And  so  th.'y  fo„j.l,t,  bv  u.^,.  ,„,tanjrht,  till  haplv 
it  Ixfell,  ^  ^ 

One  dawn  of  day  she  slipp.-d  away  to  Dawson 

town  t(»  sell 
Tl."  fruit  of  sin.  this  hlark  f.)x  ski.,  that  had 

made  their  lives  a  hell. 


'^IH'  slipped  away  assHIl  he  lay;  she  elntehed 

<he  wondrous  fur; 
"<'••  pulses  heat,  her  foot  was  fieet,  her  fear  w 

iis  a  spur; 
^hi'  laujTl.ed  with  glee,  she  ,Iid  not  see  him  rise 

Jind  follow  her. 


as 
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The  1)1  II Us  iiprear  and  grimly  peer  far  over  Daw- 
son town; 

Tli.'.v  see  its  lights  a  blaze  o'  nights  and  harshly 
tln'v  look  down; 

Tlii'v  ni.M-k  the  plan  and  plot  of  man  with  grim, 
ironic  frown.  * 


*      J!h"*^'j 


i  <■*! 


The  trail  was  steep;  'twas  at  the  time  when 

swiftly  sinks  the  snow; 
All  honey-combed,  the  river  ice  was  rotting  down 

below ; 
The  river  chafed  beneath  its  rind  with  many  a 

mighty  throe. 


*    i 


And  np  the  swift  and  oozy  drift  a  woman  climbed 
in  fear, 

Clutching  to  her  a  black  fo.\  fnr  as  if  she  held  it 

dear; 
And  hard  she  pressed  it  to  her  breast— then 

Windy  Ike  drew  near. 


She  made  no  moan— her  heart  was  stone— she 
read  his  smiling  face, 

And  like  a  dream  flashed  all  her  life's  dark  hor- 
ror and  disgrace; 

A  moment  only— with  a  snarl  he  hurled  her  into 
space. 


i 
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She  rolled  for  nigh  an  hundred  feet;  she  bounded 

like  a  ball ; 
From  crajr  to  crag  she  carromed  down  through 

snow  and  timber  fall.    .    . 
A  hole  gaped  in  the  river  iee;  the  spray  flashed— 

that  was  all. 


A  bird  sang  for  the  joy  of  spring,  so  piercing 

sweet  and  frail ; 
And  bliiMling  bright  the  land  was  dight  in  gay 

«ind  glittering  mail; 
And  witfi  a  wondrous  black  fox  skin  a  man  slid 

<lown  the  trail. 


IV. 

A  wedgc.-faced  man  thcn^  was  who  ran  along  the 

river  bank; 
Who  stumbled  through  each  drift  and  slough, 

and  ever  slipped  and  sank; 
And   ever  cursed   his  Maker's   name,  and  ever 

"  hooch  "  he  drank. 

He  trav.'lled  like  a  hunted  thing,  |,;„,l  liarried, 

sore  distrest; 
The  old  grandmother  moon  crept  out  from  her 

cloud  .piilted  nest; 
The  aged   mountains   mocked   at   him    in    their 

primeval  rest. 


From  our  the  lojul-liousr  by  the  trail  thev  saw  a 

man  afar 
Make  for  the  narrow  river-reach  where  the  swift 

cross-currents  are; 
Wh('r<',  frail  au<l  worn,  the  ice  is  torn  iuid  the 

an-rry  waters  jar. 
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(Jrim  shadows  diapered  the  snow;  the  air  was 

stranjjely  mild; 
The   valley's  {,'irth   was  dumb   with   mirth,   the 

laujihter  of  the  wild; 
The  still,  sardonic  lauj;hter  of  an  ogre  o'er  a 

child. 


The  rivei-  writhe<l  beneath  the  i«e;  it  groaned 

like  one  in  pain, 
.\nd  yawning  chasms  opened  wide,  and  closed 

and  yawncHl  again; 
And  sheets  of  silver  lu^aved  on  high  until  they 

split  in  twain. 


r.iit  they  did  uol  see  him  crash  and  sink  into  the 

icy  flow ; 
They  did  not  see  him  clinging  there,  gripped  by 

the  undertow, 
flawing  with  bhn'ding  finger-nails  at  the  jagged 

ire  and  snow. 
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TIm'v  foiin«!  ii  note  hvaUlv  tlu*  hole  wIkmc  he  had 

stiimbh'd  in: 
"  Here  met  his  fate  by  evil  luck  a  man  wlio  lived 

in  sin, 
And  to  the  one  wiio  loves  me  least  I  leave  this 

black  fox  skin." 


And  straniic  it  is;  for.  thou<?h  they  searched  the 

river  all  around. 
No  trace  or  si,i?n  of  black  fox  skin  was  ever  after 

found ; 
Thou<?h  one  man  said  he  saw  the  tread  of  ftoof.s 

deep  in  the  ground. 
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The  Ballad  of  Pious  Pete 

'•The  North  has  p't   him.  •     r,don,\m. 

I  TRiKi)  to  refine  tliat  neighbor  of  mine,  honest  to 

God,  I  did. 
I  grieved   for  his  fate,  and  early  and  late   I 

watched  over  him  like  a  kid. 
I  gave  liim  excuse,  I  bore  his  abuse  in  every  way 

that  I  could ; 
I  swore  to  prevail;  I  camped  on  his  trail;   I 

plotted  and  planned  for  his  good. 
IJy  day  and  by  night  I  strove  in  men's  sight  to 

gather  him  into  the  fold, 
N\'ith  precept  and  prayer,  with  hope  and  despair. 

in  hunger  and  hardship  and  cold. 
I  followed  him  into  Gehennas  of  sin,  I  sat  where 

the  sirens  sit; 
In  the  shade  of  the  Pole,  for  the  sake  of  his  soul, 

I  strove  with  the  powers  of  the  Pit. 


if 
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I  sliinJuwcd  liiiii  <h»\vii  t(»  flic  scrofulous  town;  I 
(lrsj.irji»'(l  liini  froui  dissolute  ln-jiwis; 

I'ut  I  killed  the  };aloot  when  lie  slaited  to  shoot 
clcriririt y  into  my  walls. 

Tiod  knows  what  I  did  he  should  seek  to  b(?  rid  of 
one  who  would  save  hiui  from  shame. 

(Sod  knows  what  I  bore  that  nijrht  when  he  swoie 
and  hade  me  make  ti-acks  from  his  claim. 

I  slarled  to  (ell  of  the  horrors  of  hell,  wln'H  sud- 
den his  eyes  lit  like  coals; 

And  "Chuck  it."  says  he,  "don't  persecute  me 
with  your  cant  and  your  savinj^  of  souls." 

ril  swi-ar  1  was  mild  as  I'd  he  with  a  child,  but 
he  called  me  the  s<ui  of  a  slut; 

And,  <;rahhinj;  his  jiun  with  a  leap  and  a  run,  he 
threatened  my  face  with  the  butt. 

So  what  could  I  do  il  leave  it  to  you)?  With 
curses  he  harried  me  forth ; 

Then  he  was  alone,  and  I  was  alone,  and  over  us 
menaced  the  North. 


Our  cabins  were  near;  I  could  sec.  I  could  hear; 

but  between  us  there  rippled  the  ci"eek; 
And   all   sunuiier  throuijh,   with   a   rancor  that 

jrrew.  Ill'  would  pass  me  and  never  would 

speak. 
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Then  ;i  sliiuldcry  hivath  like  tlic  coMiiri;::  of  Death 

nept  «lown  from  tlic  peaks  far  away; 
The  water  was  still;  ;he  twiil-^lit  was  cjiill;  the 

sky  was  a  tatter  of  };iay. 
Swift  caiiie  the  Biji  Cold,  and  opal  and  j;old  the 

lij?hts  of  the  witches  arose; 
The  frost-tyrant  clinehed.  and    the   valley   was 

cinchwl    by    the    stark    and    eadaverous 

snows. 

The  trees  were  like  lace  where  the  star-beams 

con  Id  cha.se,  each  leaf  was  a  jewel  agleam. 
The  soft  white  Inish  lapped  the  Northland  and 

wrapped  ns  round  in  a  erystalline  dream; 
S«»  still  I  could  hear  quite  loud  in  my  ear  the 

swish  of  the  pinions  of  time; 
So  brijjht  I  could  see,  as  plain  as  could  be,  the 

wings  of  (lod's  angels  a.shine. 


I*  '••! 
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As  I  read  in  the  Book  I  would  oftentimes  look 
to  that  cabin  just  over  the  creek. 

Ah  me,  it  was  sad  and  evil  and  bad,  two  neigh- 
bors who  never  would  speak  I 

1  knew  that  full  well  like  a  devil  in  hell  he  was 
hatching  out,  early  and  late, 

A  system  to  bear  through  the  frost-spangled  air 
the  warm,  crimson  waves  of  his  hat<». 


•%!' 
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I  only  could  peer  and  shudder  and  fear— 'twas 

ever  so  gliastly  and  still ; 
»ut  I  knew  over  there  in  his  lonely  despair  he 

was  plotting;  nu'  terrible  ill. 
1  knew  tlui    he  nursed  a  malice  accurst,  like  the 

Idas!  of  a  winnowinj;  flauie; 
I  pleaded  aloud  for  a  shield,  for  a  shn)ud— Oh, 

Ood:  then  calamity  came. 

•Mad:   If  I'm  mad  then  you  too  are  mad;  but  it's 

all  in  the  point  of  view. 
If  you'd  looked  at  them  things  gallivantin'  on 

wings,  all  purple  and  gn^en  and  blue; 
If  you'd  notic<'<l  them  twist,  as  they  mounted 

and  hissed  like  s«orpions  dim  in  the  dark; 
If  you'd    seen   them    relM)und    with   a    horrible 

sound,  and  spitefully  spitting  a  spark; 
If  you'd  watched  It  with  dread,  as  it  hissed  by 

your  bed,  that  thing  with  the  feelers  that 

crawls — 
You'd  have  settled  the  brute  that  attempted  to 

shoot  electricity  into  y(»ur  walls. 


Oh.  some  they  were  blue,  and  they  slithered  right 
through :  they  were  silent  and  squashy  and 
round ; 
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And  some  they  were  green;  they  were  wriggly 

and  lean ;  they  writhed  with  so  hateful  a 

sound 
My  blood  seemed  to  freeze;  I  fell  on  my  knees; 

my  face  was  a  white  splash  of  dread; 
Oh.  the  green  anl  the  blue,  they  were  gruesome 

to  view;  but  the  worst  of  them  all  were 

the  red. 
They  came  through  the  door,  they  came  through 

the  floor,  they  came  through  the  moss- 
creviced  logs. 
They  were  savage  and  dire;  they  were  whiskered 

with   fire;  they  bickered   like  malamute 

dogs. 
They  ravined  in  ring.s  lik    iniquitous  things;  they 

gulped  down  the  grcnm  and  the  blue. 
I  crinkhHl  witli  fear  whene'er  they  drew  near. 

and  nearer  aiul  nearer  thev  drew. 


4'- 


And    then    came   the   crown   of   Horror's   grim 

crown,  the  monster  so  loathsomely  red. 
Kach  eye  was  a  pin  that  shot  out  and  in,  as. 

Bquidlike,  it  oozed  to  my  bed; 
So  softly  it  crept  with  feelers  that  swept  an<l 

quivered  like  fine  copper  wire; 
Its  belly  was  white  with  a  sulphurous  light,  its 

jaws  were  a-drooling  with  fire. 


■m 
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It  caiiio  and  it  came;  I  could  breathe  of  its  flame, 

but  never  a  wink  could  I  look. 
I  thrust  in  its  nuiw  the  Fount  of  the  Law;  I 

fended  it  oil'  with  the  Book. 
I  was  wf.jik— oh,  so  weak— but  I  thrilknl  at  its 

shriek,  as  wildly  it  fled  in  the  night; 
And  deathlike  I  lay  till  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

(Was  ever  so  welcome  the  light?) 


I  loaded  my  gun  at  the  rise  of  the  sun;  to  his 

cabin  so  softly  I  slunk. 
My  neighbor  was  there  in  the  frost-freighted  air, 

all  wrappe«l  in  a  robe  in  his  bunk. 
It  muffled  his  moans;  it  outlined  his  bones,  as 

feebly  he  twisted  about; 
His  gums  were  so  black,  and  his  lips  seemed  to 

crack,  and  his  teeth  all  were  loosening  out. 
'Twas  a  death's  head   that  peer<Hl  through  the 

tangle  of  beard ;  'twas  a  face  I  will  never 

forget ; 

Sunk  eyes  full  of  woe.  and  they  troubled  me  so 
with  their  jdeading  and  anguish,  and  yet 

As  I  rested  my  gaze  in  a  misty  anmze  on  the 
scurvy-degi'iierate  wreck, 

1  thought  of  the  things  with  the  dragon-fly 
wings— then  laid  T  my  gun  on  his  neck. 
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III'  «ave  out  a  cry  that  was  faint  as  a  sigh,  like 

a  perishing  nialaninte. 
And  ho  says  unto  mo,  '^  I",,,  eonvorted,*'  says  ho; 

"  for  Christ's  sake,  Peter,  don't  shoot:" 


They're  taking  nie  out  with  an  escort  about,  and 

under  a  sergeant's  care; 
I  am  humbled  indeed,  for  I'm  'cuffed  to  a  Swede 

that  thinks  he's  a  millionaire, 
fiut  it's  all  Gospel  true  what  I'm  telling  to  you— 

up  there  where  the  Shadow  falls, 
That  I  settled  Sam  Noot  when  he  started   to 

shoot  electricity  into  my  walls. 


I* 
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I   TOOK   a  tnntiact   to  bury  the  body  of  blas- 
phemous Bill  MacKie, 

Whenever,  wherever  or  whatsoever  the  manner 
of  death  hi?  die — 

Whether  he  die  in  the  light  o'  day  or  under  the 
peak-faced  moon ; 

In  cabin  or  dance-hall,  camp  or  dive,  mucklucks 
or  patent  shoon; 

On  velvet  tundra  or  virjfin  i)euk,  by  Kljxier,  drift 
or  draw ; 

In  muskc},'  hollow  or  «anyon  j^loouj.  by  avalanche, 
fang  or  claw ; 

Ry  battle,  murder  or  sudden   wealth,  by   pesti- 
lence, "  hooch  "'  or  lead  — 

I  swore  on  the  Book  I  would  follow  and  look  till 
I  found  my  tombless  dead. 
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Vov  IJiJl  was  a  dainty  kind  of  cuss,  and  his  mind 

was  mighty  sot 
On  a  dinky  patch  with  flowers  and  grass  in  a 

civilized  bone-yard  lot. 
And  where  he  died  or  how  he  died,  it  didn't  mat- 
ter a  damn 
80  long  as  he  had  a  grave  with  frills,  and  a 

tombstone  "  epigram/' 
So  I  promised  him,  and  he  paid  the  price  in  good 

cheeehako  coin 
(Which  the  same  I  blowed  in  that  very  night 

down  in  the  Tenderloin  1. 
Then  I  painted  a  three-foot  slab  of  pine:  "  Here 

lies  poor  Bill  MacKie." 
And  1  hung  it  up  on  my  cabin  wall  and  I  waited 

for  Bill  to  die. 


% 


Years  passed  away,  and  at  last  one  day  came  a 

s<]uaw  w  ith  a  story  strange. 
Of  a  long-deserted  line  of  traps  'way  back  of  the 

Bighorn  range; 
Of  a  little  hut  by  the  great  divide,  and  a  white 

man  stiff  and  still. 
Lying  tliere  by  his  lonesome  self,  and  I  figur«Ml 

it  must  be  Bill. 


•■<> 
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S..  I  tlM,u-l,t  of  tl.o  contract  I'd  ukhIu  with  l,i„,, 

and  r  took  down  from  the  shelf 
The  swell   black  box  witli   the  silver  plate  lieM 

picked  out  for  hisself; 
And  I  pa.ked  it  fall  of  -nib  and  '•  hoo<h,"  and 

1  s\mi<r  it  on  the  slei};h ; 
Then  I  hari.essed  np  my  team  of  do^s  and  was 

otr  at  dawn  of  dav. 


rou  know  what  ifs  like  in  the  Yukon  wild  when 
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<'  ice- worms  \\r\txii\o  their  purple  heads 


thronjrh  the  crust  of  the  pale  bl 
When  the  pine-trees  crack  like  little 

silence  of  the  wood. 
And  the  icicles  hang  down  like  tusk 


park!  hood 


ue  snow; 
guns  in  the 

s  under 


Wh 


«'n   the  sfovepif»e  smoke  breaks  siiddc 


and  the  sky  is  weirdly  lit, 
And  the  careless  ferl  of  a  bit  of  steel 

a  red-hot  spit; 
When  the  mercurv  is  a  fi 


the 


n  ott'. 


burns  like 


fiend  stalks  to  kill- 
Well,  it  was  just  lik<'  that  that  d 
out  to  look  for  IJill. 


ozen  ball,  and  the  frost- 


ily when  I  set 
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<>".   tl..  a.fnl   hnsh   that  s.o,„ed   to  crush   „.e 

ilown  on  every  hand 
A.S  I  blnndored  blind  with  a' trail  to  find  through 

that  blank  and  bitter  land- 
Half  dazcHl,  half  .-razed  in  the  wiilter  wild,  with 

Its  snni,  heart-breaking  woes 

And  the  ruthless  stri..  for  a. rip 'on  life  that 
only  the  sourdough  knows' 

-North  by  the  con.pass.  North  I  pressed;  river 

and  peak  and  plain 
Passed  like  a  dream  I  slept  to  lose,  and  I  waked 

to  dream  again. 
J^'ver  and    plain   and   mighty   peak-and   who 

could  stand  unawed 
As  their  sunnnits  blazed,  he  could  stand  undazed 

at  the  foot  of  the  throne  of  God 
-North,    aye,    North,    through    a    land '  accurst, 

^l^unned  by  the  scouring  brutes, 
And  all  I  heard  was  n.y  own  harsh  word  and 

tl»'  whine  of  the  nialamutes 
T.ll  at  last  I  came  to  a  cabin  squat,  built  in  the 
side  of  a  hill, 

And  I  burst  in  the  door,  and  there  on  the  floor 
frozen  to  death,  lay  JJill. 

Ice,  white  ice,  like  a  winding-sheet,  sheathin.^ 
each  smoke-grimed  wall; 
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I**'  on  the  siov«'-i)iiM',  i(<.  on  the  IkhI,  ice  j^leam- 

in^  over  sill; 
Spaikliii},'  ice  on  the  dead  niau'.^  chest,  glittering 

iee  in  his  hair, 
hv  on  his  finj^ers.  ice  in  his  heart,  ice  in  his 

{flassy  stare; 
Hard  as  a  lojr  and  trussed  like  a  frog,  with  his 

anus  and  legs  outsprejid. 
I  ga/ed  at  the  collln  IM  Wrought  for  him,  and  I 

gazed  at  the  gruesome  dead. 
And  at  last  I  spoke:    "Rill  liked  his  joke;  but 

still,  goldarn  his  eves, 
A  man  had  ought   to  consider  his  mates  in  the 

way  he  goes  and  dies." 


Have  you  ever  stood   in  an  Antic  hut  in  the 

shadow  of  the  Pole, 
^^  ith  a  little  cottin  six  by  three  and  a  grief  you 

cant  cnntnd? 
Have  you  evei-  sat  by  a  frozen  corpse  that  looks 

at  you  with  a  grin. 
And  that  seems  to  say:  *•  Vou  nuty  try  all  day, 

but  you'll  never  jam  me  in  "? 
I'tu  not  a  man  of  the  quitting  kind,  but  I  never 

felt  so  blue 
As  T  sat  there  gazing  at  that  st'ir  and  studying 

what  I'd  do. 
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Tli.-n  I  rose  an.l  I  kicked  off  the  Imskv  dogs  that 

were  nosing  nnind  about. 
And  I  li(  a  loaiiug  fire  in  the  stove,  and  I  startnl 

t<»  thaw  Bill  ont. 

Well.  1   thawed  and  thawed  for  thirteen  days, 

but  it  didn't  seem  no  good; 
His  arms  and  legs  stuck  out  like  pegs,  as  if  they 

was  made  of  woo<l. 
Till  at  last  I  said:  "It  ain't  no  use— he's  froze 

too  hard  to  thaw; 
ll.'s  nbstinate.  and  he  won't  lie  straight,  so  I 

guess  I  got  to — saw." 
So  I  saweil  otr  poor  Rill's  arms  and  legs,  and  I 

laid  him  snug  and  straight 
III  thr  little  .omn  he  picked  hisself,  with  the 

tlinky  silver  plate; 
An«l  I  ,ame  nigh  near  to  shedding  a  tear  as  I 

nailed  him  safely  down; 
Then  1  stowed  him  away  in  n.y  Yukon  sleigh, 
and  I  started  back  to  town. 

S<.  I  buried  him.  as  the  contract  was.  in  a  narrow 

ifiave  and  deep. 
And  there  he's  waiting  the  Great  Clean-up.  when 

the  Judgment  sltiice-heads  sweep; 


..    ii 
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And  I  smoke  iiiv  |»i|M.  and  I  meditate  in  the  light 

of  the  Mi(hiight  Hun, 
And  sometimes  I  wonder  if  tl 

thinj^s  I  done. 
And  as  I  sit  and  th 

of  the  Law, 


ley  icux,  the  awful 


parson  talks,  expounding 


I  often  think  of  poor  old  Rill— «/«</  hoir  hard 


he 


iras  to  aair 


%■' 


.>^ 


j^.        .•.:^,  .:„     ,.>i,.u^rj    I.JO     .XJ^..^, 


•  ■** 


or 


once  you've  panned  th«  ipMUed  »nd 


and  seen  the  bonny  dust 
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III  Is  is  IIk  ttilr  that  tins  tuhl  to  nir  \t}f  the  inuii 

iritli  the  crifHtal  vifc. 
Is  /  siiiuhul  III  If  i>ipv  ill  the  canipfiir  fiffht  and 

thv  (Uorhs  sircpt  the  shy: 
.Is    the    \orthii(fhts    ifhaiiuil    <ind   curved    and 

stiraiiird,  and  thi-  bottle  of  "  hooeh  "  van 

dry. 


%. 
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A  man  ontc  iuiikhI  that  my  lif<'  lu'  shamed,  ami 
wroufjht  iiK'  a  deathly  \vr<m}j; 

I  vowed  one  day  1  would  well  repay.  Imt  the  heft 
of  his  hate  was  stroii};. 

\h'  thoiijied  me  H.Jst  and  he  tlmiijrcKl  me  West; 
Q      he  liarru'd  me  'lack  and  forth. 

Till  1  (led  in  fright  from  his  peerless  sjtite  to  tlie 
l>hiil<,  bald-headed    North. 
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And  then'  [  l;i,v.  ;uh1  for  many  a  day  I  hatched 

phm  after  j)hin 
For  a  <ri>l<l('n  iiaul  of  the  wlierewitlial  to  crush 

an<l  to  kill  my  man : 
And  there  I  strove,  and  there  I  elove  rhrouf?li  the 

drift  of  icy  streams; 
And  there   [   fmiuht.  and  there  I  souiilit  for  the 

payslreak  of  my  dreams. 

So    iweiiiy   yejirs.    \vi(h    their    hopes    and    fear.*? 

and  siiiih's  an<l  tears  and  such. 
Went  l»y  and  left   me  h»n.i;  Itereft  of  liope  of  the 

.Miihis  toneli ; 
Ahoui  as  fat  as  a  rharieel  rat.  and  lo !  ih-spite  niy 

will. 
In  the  weary  litrht   I   had  clean  h)st  sight  of  the 

man  I  sought  to  kill. 


'Twas  so  far  away,  that  evil  day  when  I  prayed 

the  Prince  of  CJlooin 
I'or  the  savau'e  strenjrth  and  the  sullen  len}j;th  of 

life  to  work  his  tlooni. 
Nor  siyii  nor  word  had   [  .seen  or  heard,  and  ii 

happed  so  lonj;  a^^o; 
My  youth  was  irone  and  my  nienioiy  wan.  and  I 

willed  it  even  so. 
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Ft    f<'II    one   niirlit   in   tlic   \vanin<r  li<;lit    by   the 

Ytik(»n*s  oily  flow. 
I   smoked  :iii*l  snt   ns   1    marvelled  at  the  sky's 

port-wiiiey  filow ; 
Till  it  pali'd  away  lo  an  absinthe  <;iay.  and  the 

river  seemed  ((»  shrink. 
All    woltldy    Haki's    and    wrij^iflini;    snakes    and 

j^ohlin  eyes  a-wink. 


"Twas  weird  to  sei-  and  it  'wihh'red  n»e  in  a  queer, 

hypnotic  dream. 
Till  I  saw  a  spot  like  an  inky  l)lot  tome  floatiujr 

down  the  stream; 
It  bobluHl  and  swung;  it  sheered  and  hunjr:  ir 

romped  round  in  a  ring; 
It  seemed  to  play  in  a  trioksome  way;  it  sure  was 

a  merry  thing. 

In  freakish  flights  strange  oily  lights  came  flut- 
tering round  its  head. 

Like  butterliies  of  a  monster  size— then  I  knew 
i(  for  the  I)ea<l. 

Its  face  was  rubbed  and  slicked  and  scnd.bed  as 
smooth  as  a  shaven  pate; 

III  the  silver  snakes  that  the  water  makes  it 
gleamed  like  a  dinner-plate. 


tn 
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It  ;;urj;!(Ml  ncnr.  mid  clear  and  rlcar  and  large 
and  large  it  grew; 

It  stood  upright  in  a  ring  of  light  and  it  looked 
nie  through  and  through. 

It  weltered  round  with  a  woozy  sound,  and  ere 
I  could  retreat, 

\\ilh  the  witless  roll  of  a  sodden  soul  it  wan- 
toned to  IHV  feet. 


And  here  I  swear  h_v  this  Cross  I  wear,  I  heard 

that  '*  floater  "  say: 
**  I  am  the  man   fi-om  whom  you  ran,  the  man 

you  sought  to  slay. 
That  you  may  note  and  gaze  and  gloat,  and  say 

•  Kevenge  is  swcH-t," 
In  the  grit  and  grii >f  the  river's  slime  I  am 

rotting  ai  vour  feet. 


"The  ill    we   iiU'   we   must  e'en   undo,  though   it 

I'ive  us  hone  from  l>one; 
So  it  came  aluuit   that    1   sought  you  out.  for  I 

prayed   I  might  alone. 
I  <lid  y»»u  wriuig.  and  fur  long  an<l  long  I  sought 

where  you  might  live; 
.\nd    now   you're   fMund,   though    I'm   dead  and 

drowned.  I  l»eg  you  to  forgive." 


. 
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So  sad  it  seemed,  and  its  cheek-bones  gleamed, 

and  its  fifigers  flicked  the  shore; 
And  it  lapped  and  lay  in  a  weary  way,  and  its 

hands  met  to  implore; 
That    I   gently   said:    "Poor,   restless   dead,    I 

would  never  work  you  wo<»; 
Though  the  wrong  you  rue  you  can  ne'er  undo, 

1  forgave  you  long  ago." 


Then,  wonder-wise,  I  ruhhel  my  eyes  and  I  woke 
from  a  horrid  dream. 

The  moon  rode  high  in  the  naked  sky,  and  some- 
thing bobbed  in  the  stream. 

It  heUl  my  sight  in  a  patch  of  liglit.  and  then  it 
slieeriHl  from  the  shore; 

It  dippiHl  and  sank  hy  a  hollow  bank,  and  I 
never  saw  it  more. 


fc  ii 


This  lias  the  tale  hr  tohl  to  me.  that   wan  so 

inirjinl  and  (jraif, 
h'lr   hr   sli/tt   din/  tfiriininl:  anil   thr   niitip-firf' 

Ulramril  in  his  vifr  in  a  irolfish  iraif— 
That  crifstal  eifo  that  raked  thr  ski/  in  thr  ircird 

Anroral  ray. 
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'TWAS  up  in  a  land  long  famed  for  gold,  where 

women  were  far  and  rare, 
Tellus,  the  smith,  had  taken  to  wife  a  maiden 

amazingly  fair; 
Tellus,  the  brawny  worker  in  iron,  hairy  and 

heavy  of  hand. 
Saw  her  and  loved  her  and  bore  her  away  from 

the  tribe  of  a  Southern  land ; 
Deeming  her  worthy  to  queen   his  home  and 

mother  him  little  ones. 
That   the  name  of  Tellus,   the   master  smith, 

might  live  in  his  stalwart  sons. 

Now  there  was  little  of  law  in  the  land,  and  evil 

doings  were  rife. 
And  every  man  who  joyj'd  in  his  home  guarded 

the  fame  of  his  wife; 
For  there  were  those  of  the  silver  tongue  and  the 

honeyed  art  to  beguile, 


. 
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Who  would  cozen  the  heart  from  a  woman's 

breast  and  damn  her  houI  with  a  smile. 
And  there  were  women  too  quick  to  heed  a  look 

or  a  whispered  word, 
And  once  in  a  while  a  man  was  slain,  and  the  ire 

of  the  King  was  stirred ; 
So  far  and  wide  he  proclaimed  his  wrath,  and 

this  was  the  F.aw  he  willed: 
"  That  whosoever  killeth  a  man,  even  shall  he  be 

killed." 

Now  Tellus,  the  smith,  he  tru8te<l  his  wife;  his 

heart  was  empty  of  fear. 
lliRh  on    the  hill  was  the  jjleain  of  their  hearth, 

a  beacon  of  love  and  <lu'er. 
High  on  the  liill  they  Imilded  their  bower,  where 

the  broom  smd  the  bra<ken  nn*et; 
I'nder   a    grove   of   oaks    it    was,    hushed    and 

drowsily  sweet. 
Here  he  enshrined  her,  his  dearest  saint,  bis  idol, 

the  light  of  his  eye; 
Her  kisses  rested  upon  his  lips  as  brushes  a  but- 
terfly. 
The  weight  of  her  arms  around  his  neck  was 

light  as  the  thistledown; 
And  sweetly  she  studied  to  win  his  smile,  and 

gently  she  mocked  his  frown. 
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And  when  ut  the  cloi^e  of  the  duHty  daj  his 

clangoi'uiig  toil  was  done, 
She  haRtened  to  iiuH't  him  down  the  way  all  lit 

by  the  umber  sun. 
Their  dove-cot  gleamed   in  the  golden  light,  a 

temple  of  stainless  love; 
Like  the  hsinging  <-up  of  a  big  blue  tlower  was 

the  topaz  sky  above. 
The  roses  and   lilies  yeanunl  to  her,  as  swift 

through  their  throng  she  pressed, 
A  little  white,  fragile,  fluttering  thing  that  lay 

like  u  child  on  his  breast. 
Then  the  heart  of  Tellus,  the  smith,  was  proud, 

and  sang  for  the  joy  of  life. 
And    there    in    the    bronzing    summertide    he 

thanked  the  gods  for  his  wife. 

Now  tliere  was  one  called  I'hilo.  a  scribe,  a  man 

of  excpiisite  grace. 
Carved   like   the   god    Apollo   in    limb,    fair   as 

Adonis  in  face; 
Eager  and    winning  of   manner,    full    of   such 

radiant  charm, 
Womenkind  fought  for  his  favor  and  loved  to 

their  uttermost  harm. 
Such  was  his  craft  and  his  knowledge,  such  was 

his  skill  at  the  game, 
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Xevor   was   woman  could   flout  him,  ho  be  he 

plottwl  her  shame. 
And  so  In*  drank  «loep  of  pleasure,  and  then  it 

fell  on  a  day 
Flo  ^azcd  on  the  wife  of  Tellus  and  marked  her 

out  for  his  prey. 

Tellus,  the  smith,  was  merry,  and  the  time  of 

the  year  it  was  June, 
So  he  said  to  his  stalwart  helpers:   "  Shut  down 

the  for<;^  at  noon. 
Oo  ye  and  joy  in  the  sunshine,  rest  in  the  coolth 

of  the  grove, 
Drift  on  the  dreamy  river,  every  man  with  his 

love." 
Then  to  himself:    "Oh,  Beloved,  sweet  will  be 

your  surprise; 
To-day  will  we  sport  like  children,  laugh  in  each 

other's  eyes; 
^^'('av^•    pjy    <;arlands   of   poppies,   crown    each 

other  with  tlowers; 
Pull  plump  carp  from  the  lilies,  rifle  the  ferny 

bowers. 
To-day  with  feasting  and  gladness  the  wine  of 

Cyprus  will  flow ; 
To-day  is  the  day  we  were  wedded  only  a  twelve- 
month ago." 
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The  larks  trilled  hifih  in  the  heavens;  his  heart 

was  lyric  with  joy; 
lie  plucked  a  posy  of  lilies;  he  sped  like  a  love- 
sick boy. 
He  stole  up  the  velvety  i)athway— his    cottage 

was  sunsteeped  and  still; 
Vines    honeysuckled     the     window:    softly    he 

peeped  o'er  the  sill. 
The  lilies  dropp«'d  from  his  fingers;  devils  were 

<'hoking  his  breath; 
Rigid  with  horror,  he  stilYen(Hl ;  ghastly  his  face 

was  as  di'ath. 
Like  a  nun  whose  faith  in  the  Virgin  is  met  with 

a  prurient  jibe. 
lie  shrank— 'twas  the  wife  of  his  bosom  in  the 

arms  of  I'hilo.  the  scribe! 


Tellus  went  back  to  his  smithy;  he  reeled  like  a 

drunken  man; 
His  heart  was  riven  with  anguish;  his  brain  was 

brooding  a  plan. 
Straight   to  his   anvil   he  hurried;  startnl   his 

furnace  aglow; 
Ili'ated  his  iron  and  shaptni  it  with  savag»'  and 

masterfn!  blow. 
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Sparks  showered  over  and  round  him;  swiftly 
under  his  hand 

ThtMc  at  last  it  was  tinislied — a  hideous  and  in- 
famous Brand. 

That  night  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  the  light  of 

joy  in  her  eyes, 
Kissed  him  with  words  of  rapture;  but  he  knew 

that  her  w^ords  were  lies. 
Never  was  she  so  beguilinj;,  never  so  merry  of 

speech 
(  For  passion  ripens  a  wonmn  as  the  sunshine 

ripens  a  peach). 
He  clenched  his  teeth  into  silence;  he  yielded  up 

to  her  lure, 
Though  he  knew  that  her  breasts  were  heaving 

from  the  fire  of  her  paramour. 
"  To-morrow,"  he  said,  "  to-morrow  " — he  wove 

her  hair  in  a  strand. 
Twisted  it  round  his  fingers  and  stniled  as  he 

thought  of  the  Brand. 

The  morrow  was  come,  and  Tellus  swiftly  stole 

up  the  hill. 
Butterflies  drowsed   in   the   noon-heat;   covert* 

were  sunsteeped  and  still. 

Softly  he  padded  the  pathway  unto  the  porch, 

and  within 
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Heard  ho  thv  low  lani;h  of  dalliance,  heard  he 
the  rapture  of  sin. 

Knew  h«'  her  eyes  were  mystic  with  light  that  no 
man  should  see. 

No  man  kindle  and  joy  in,  no  man  on  earth  save 
he. 

And  never  for  him  would  it  kindh'.  The  blood- 
lust  surgtnl  in  his  brain; 

Through  the  senseless  stone  could  he  st  them, 
wanton  and  warily  fain. 

HorriWe:  Heaven  he  sought  for,  gaincnl  it  and 
gloried  and  fell — 

Oh,  it  was  sudden — headlong  into  the  nether- 
most hell.    .    .    . 


Was  this  he,  Telhis,  this  nuirble?    Tellus    .    .    . 

not  dreaming  a  dream? 
Ah  I  sharp-edged  as  a  javelin,  was  that  a  woman's 


•» 


scream .' 
Was  it  a  door  that  shattered,  shell  like,  under 

his  blow? 
Was  it  his  saint,  that  strumpet,  dishevelled  and 

cowering  low? 
Was  it  her  lover,  that  wild  thing,  that  twisted 

and  gouged  and  tore? 
Was  it  a  man  he  was  crushing,  whose  head  he 

beat  on  the  floor? 
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Laughing'  the  while  at  its  weakness,  till  sudden 

h»'  stayed  his  hand — 
Throujih  the  red  rinj;  of  his  madness  flamed  the 

thought  of  the  Brand. 

Then  bound  he  the  naked  Philo  with  thongs  that 

cut  in  the  flesh, 
And  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  fear-frantic,  he  gagged 

with  a  silken  mesh, 
Choking  her  screams  into  silence;    bound    her 

down  by  the  hair; 
Dragged  her  lover  unto  her  under  her  frenzied 

stare. 
In  the  heat  (»f  the  hearth-fire  embers  he  heated 

the  hideor.s  Brand ; 
Twisting:  her  finj;ers  o|»tMi.  he  forced  its  haft  in 

her  hand, 
rie  pressed  it  downward  and  downward;  she  felt 

tiie  living  flesh  s«'ar; 
She  saw  the  throe  of  her  lover;  she  heard  the 

scream  of  his  fear. 
Once,  twice  and  thrice  he  fornnl  her,  heedless  of 

prayer  and  shriek — 
Once  on  the  forehead  of  Philo,  twice  in  the  soft 

of  his  cliH'k. 
Then  (  for  the  thing  was  finished  t  he  said  to  the 
woman :   "  See 
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IIow  you  have  branded  your  lover  I    Now  will  I 

let  him  go  free." 
He  severed  the  thoiiffs  that  bound  him,  laughing: 

"  Kevenge  is  sweet," 
And  Pliilo,  sobbing  in  anguish,  feebly  rose  to  his 

feet. 
The  man   who  was  fair  as  Apollo,  god-like  in 

woman's  sight. 
Hideous  now  as  a  satyr,  fle<l  to  the  pity  of  night. 


Then  caiiic  thry  hrforc  the  Juflffmrnt  Scat,  and 

thus  spoke  the  Lord  of  the  Land: 
''He  who  seekcth  his  neif/hhor's  wife  shall  suffer 

the  doom  of  the  It  rand. 
Brutish  and  hold  on  his  hroir  he  it  stamped,  deep 

in  his  cheek  let  it  srar. 
That  every  man  may  look  on  his  shame,  and 

shudder  and  sicken  and  fear. 
He  shall  hear  their  mock  in  the  marketplace, 

their  fleerinff  jihe  at  the  feast; 
He  shall  seek  the  caves  and  the  shroud  of  night, 

and  the  fellowship  of  the  beast. 
Outcast  forever  from  homes  of  men,  far  and  far 

shall  he  roam. 
Such  he  the  doom,  sadder  than  death,  of  him  who 

shameth  a  home.'' 


-«#3f' 
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The  Ballad  of  Hard-Luck  Henry 

Now  TV  onldn't  you  expect  to  tiiul  a  man  an  awful 

crank 
That's  stake<l  out  ni^h   tlirc*'  Innulrnl  claims, 

and  every  one  a  blank ; 
That's  followed  every  f«x)l  stan»iMHle.  and  seen 

the  rise  and  fall 
Of  camps  where  men  got  gold  in  chunks  and  he 

got  none  at  all ; 
That's  prospected  a  bit  of  ground  and  sold  it  for 

a  song, 
To  see  it  yield  a  fortune  to  some  fool  that  came 

along ; 
That's  sunk  a  dozen  bed-rock  holes,  and  not  a 

8p<»ck  in  sight. 
Yet  sees  them  take  a  million  from  the  claims  to 

left  and  right. 
Now  aren't  things  like  that  enough  to  drive  a 

man  to  booze? 
But    Hard-Luck    Smith    was    hoodoo-proof— he 
knew  the  way  to  lo? 


7-^         The  Ballad  of  Hard- Luck  Henry 

'Twas  in  the  fall  of  ninctci'n  four — leap-vear.  I've 

licanl  tlu'iii  say — 
When    llanl-LiKk   ranu'  to   Hunker  ('n'<'k   and 

took  a  liillsi(l(>  lay. 
And  lo!  as  if  to  n>ak«'  amends  for  all  the  futile 

past, 
Late  in  tlie  year  he  stniek  it  rieh,  the  real  pay- 
streak  at  last. 
The  ri flies  of  his  sluieing-box  were  ehoked  with 

speckled  earth, 
And  nifjht  an<l  day  he  worked  that  lay  for  all 

that  he  was  worth. 
And  when  in  chill  December's  gloom  his  lucky 

lease  expired. 
He  found  that  he  had  made  a  stake  as  hiji  as  he 

dcsinnl. 


One  day  while  meditating  on  the  waywardness 

of  fate. 
He  felt  the  ache  of  lonely  man  to  find  a  fitting 

mate ; 
A  petticoated  pard  to  cheer  his  solitary  life. 
A  woman  with  soft,  soothing  ways,  a  confidant, 

a  wife. 
And,  while  he  cooked  his  supper  on  his  little 

Yukon  stove. 
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He  wisht-d  that  he  had  staked  a  claim  iu  1  five's 

rilh  treasure- trove; 
Ami  suddenly  he  paused  and  held  aloft  a  Yukon 

For  tlu'ic  iu  penciled  letters  was  the  ina}ric  name 
of  Peg. 


You  know  these  Yukon  eggs  of  ours — some  pink, 

some  green,  some  blue — 
A  dollar  iH*r,  assorted  tints,  assortetl  llavors  too. 
TIu'  supercilious  cheechako  might  designate  them 

iiigh, 
IJut  oue  acquires  a  taste  for  them  and  likes  them 

by-and-by. 
Will.  1  lard-Luck  Henry  took  this  egg  and  held 

it  to  the  light, 
And  there  was  more  faint  penciling  that  sorely 

taxe<l  his  sight. 
At  last  lie  made  it  out.  and  then  the  legend  ran 

like  this — 
'•  Will   Klondike  miner  write  to  l»eg,   Plumhol- 

low.  Squash ville.  Wis.?" 


That  night  he  got  to  thinking  of  this  far-otT.  un- 

krown  fair; 
It  seenuHl  so  sort  of  opportune,  an  answer  to  his 

prayer. 
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74        The  Ballad  of  Hard- Luck  Henry 

i^ln'  flitted  swoetly  through  his  dreams,  she 
haunted  him  by  day, 

She  smiled  through  clouds  of  nicotine,  she 
cheered  his  weary  way. 

At  last  he  yieldeil  to  the  spell;  his  course  of  love 
he  set — 

Wisconsin  his  objective  point;  his  object,  Mar- 
garet. 


With  every  mile  of  sea  and  land  his  longing  grew 

an<l  grew. 
He  practise<l  all  his  pret*^;-  words,  and  these,  I 

fear,  were  few. 
At   last,  one  frosty  evening,   with  a  (old  chill 

down  his  spine. 
He  found  himself  before  her  house,  the  threshold 

of  the  shrine. 
Ills  courage  flickered  to  a  spark,  then  glowed 

with  sudden  flame — 
lie  knocked,  he  heard  a  welcome  word ;  she  came 

— his  goddess  came. 
Oh,  she  was  fair  as  any  flower,  and  huskily  he 

spoke : 
"  I'm  all  the  way  from  Klondike,  with  a  mighty 

heavy  poke. 
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I'tn  looking  for  a  lassie,  one  whose  Christian 

name  is  Peg, 
Who  sought  a  Klondike  miner,  and  who  wrote  it 

on  an  egg." 

The  lassie  gazed  at  him  a  space,  her  cheeks  grew 
rosy  red; 

She  gazed  at  him  with  tear-bright  eyes,  then  ten- 
derly she  said : 

"  Yes,  lonely  Klondike  miner,  it  is  true  my  name 
is  Peg. 

Its  also  true  I  longed  for  you  and  wrote  it  on  an 

.My  heart  went  out  to  someone  in  that  land  of 

night  and  cold; 
Hut  oh,  I  fear  that  Yukon  egg  must  have  been  , 

mighty  old. 
I  waited  long,  I  hoped  and  feared;  ycm  shotild 

have  couie  before; 
I've  been  a  wedded  wonmn    now    for    eighteen 

months  or  more. 
I'm  sorry,  since  you've  come  so  far,  you  ain't  the 

one  that  wins; 
P.ut  won't  you  take  a  st«'p  inside — /'//  let  ifoit 

ncc  the  tirins." 
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The   Ballad  of  Gum- Boot   Ben 

///:,'  iru.s  an  old  prospector  with  a  vi.sion  bleared 

and  dim. 
Hi    ashed  nil    for  a  ipuUstalie.  and  thr  same  I 

(/are  to  him. 
He  hinted  iff  a  hidden  trore.  and  irhm  I  made 

HO  hold 
To  question  his  rrrinitil.  tin's  js  th<   fair  hr  told: 


<*  1  do  iMit  seek  llic  (  oppcr  streak,  nor  yot  tlio  yol- 

low  (lust: 
I  :ini  not  fiiiii  for  s:ik<'  of  iriiiii  t(i  iik  tlic  fid/.cii 

cnist  : 
l.t'l    fellows  ;jjross  fiiul   iriltltMl   dioss.   f;if  other  is 

my  niJirk ; 
Oh.  jjenfle  youtli.  this  is  the  tiiith--I  iro  to  seek 

the  Ark.   • 
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••  I    ]M  i»s|i(Mi('«l   the  IN-lly  bcil.   I    j»rusi>(M-i»'(I   tli«> 

Wliitc; 
Tl'f  N'oidi'iiscoM   for  love  of  {^oM   I   jtiki-d  from 

iiioin  till  iii<;lit ; 
\f;ir  anil  inai-  foi-  many  a  year   I   l<  1   the  wild 

stampfdf, 
liiiil  I  guessed  that  all  my  (jucst  was  vanity  and 

:;r('('d. 


tl 
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••  Tln'ii  rami-  T  to  a  land  I  knew  no  man  had  ever 

lii'cii ; 
A  liM'iUMi'il  land  foi-lofiily  siianncd  l>y  mountains 

lank  and  U'an. 
i'lit'  nitclio  said  'twas  full  of  dn-ad.  of  snioKf  and 

lici-y  ln't'alli. 
And  ni»  man  daft-  ]>nt   foot  in  tlicfc  for  feat"  of 

pain  and  death. 


^^  > 


••  Unt  1  was  made  all  nriafi-aid.  so.  cai'eless  and 
alone. 

Day  after  day  I  made  my  way  into  thai  land  un- 
known ; 

Niudii  after  niL,dit  l»y  ram|i-lire  li^lii  1  erouehed 
in  lonely  thoui^ht; 

Oh.  iientle  youth,  this  is  the  ti'tith  I  knew  not 
what  1  sontrht. 


r 
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"  I  rose  at  dawn ;  I  wandered  on ;  'tis  somewhat 

fine  and  grand 
To  be  alone  and  hold  your  own  in  God's  vast 

awesome  land; 
Come  woe  or  weal,  'tis  fine  to  feel  a  hundred 

miles  between 
The  trails  you  dare  and  pathways  where  the  feet 

of  men  have  been. 


"  And  so  it  fell  on  me  a  spell  of  wander-hist  was 

cast. 
The  land  was  still  and  strange  and  chill,  and 

cavernous  and  vast ; 
And  sad  and  dead,  and  dull  as  lead  the  valleys 

sought  the  snows; 
And  far  and  wide  on  every  side  the  ashen  peaks 

arose. 

"  The  moon  was  like  a  silent  spike  that  pierced 

the  sky  right  through; 
The  small  stars  popped  and  winked  and  hopped 

in  vastitudes  of  blue; 
And  unto  me  for  company  came  creatures  of  the 

shade, 
And  formed  in  rings  and  whispered  things  that 

made  me  half  afraid. 
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"  And  strange  though  be,  'twas  borne  in  nie  that 

land  had  lived  of  old; 
And  men  had  crept  and  slain  and  slept  where 

now  they  toiled  for  gold; 
Through  jungles  dim  the  mammoth  grim  had 

sought  the  oozy  fen. 
And  on  his  track,  all  bent  of  back,  had  crawled 

the  hairv  men. 


"  And  furtheumore  strange  deinls  of  yore  in  this 

dead  place  were  done. 
They  haunted  me,  as  wild  and  free  I   roamed 

from  sun  to  sun; 
Until  I  came  where  sudden  flame  uplit  a  terraced 

height, 
A  regnant  peak  that  seemed  to  seek  the  coronal 

of  night. 


^i 
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"  1  scaliHl  the  peak ;  my  heart  was  weak,  yet  on 

and  on  I  pressed. 
Skyward  I  strained  until  I  gaine<l  its  dazzling 

silver  crest. 
And   there   I   found,   with   all   around  a   world 

supine  and  stark. 
Swept  clean  of  snow,  a  tint  plateau,  and  on  it 

lay — the  Ark. 


<"-*S 
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"  Yes,  there  I  knew  by  two  and  two  the  beasts 

did  disembark, 
And  so  in  basic  I   ran  and  traced  in  letters  on 

the  Ark 
My  liiinian   name,   Hen  Smiths  the  same;  and 

now  I  want  to  lloat 
A  B.vndicaU-  to  haul  and   frci<;ht   to  town  that 

noble  boat." 


/  met  him  hiti  r  in  <i  bar  niid  made  a  f/ay  remark 
Anent  an   ancient  miner  and  an  ojdion  on  the 

Ark. 
He  gazed  at  mr  reinoncli'nll}!.  ax  onlif  topers  can: 
lint  uhat  he  said  /  cin'l  repeat — he  nas  a  bad 

old  man. 


8i 


The   Man  fro»*T    Eldorado 
I. 

Hk's    the    man    from    Eldorado,   and    he's   just 
urriv(Hl  in  town, 
In  moccasins  and  oily  buckskin  shirt. 
He's  <,Munt  as  any  Indian,  and  pretty  nijjjh  as 
brown ; 
lies  greasy,  and  iie  smells  of  sweat  and  dirt. 
He  sports  a  croj)  of  whiskers  that  would  shame 
a  healthy  hog; 

Hard  work  has  racked  liis  joints  and  stooped 
his  back; 
He   slops  alonjx   the   sidewalk    followed    by   his 
yellow  dog, 
But  he's  got  a  bunch  of  gold-dust  in  his  sack. 

He  seems  a  little  wistful  as  he  blinks  at  all  the 
lights, 
And  maybe  he  is  thinking  of  his  claim 
And  the  dark  and  dwarfish  cabin  where  he  lay 
and  dreauie<l  at  nights, 
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The  Man  from  Eldorado 


(Thank  God,  he'll  never  see  the  place  again!) 
Where  he  lived  on   tinne«l   tomatoes,  bei?f  em- 
balmed and  sourdough  bread. 
On  rusty  beans  and  baeon  furred  with  mould. 
His  stomath's  out  of  kilter  and  his  system  full 
of  lead. 
But  it's  over,  and  his  poke  is  full  of  gold. 

ITe  has  panted  at  the  windlass,  he  has  loaded  in 
the  drift. 
He  has  pounded  at  the  face  of  oozv  clay; 
He  has  taxed  himself  to  sickness,  dark  and  damp 
and  double  shift. 
He  has  labored  like  a  demon  night  and  day. 
And  now.  praise  (Jod,  it's  over,  and  he  swms  to 
breathe  again 
The  new-mown  hay.  the  warm,  wet,  friendly 
loam; 
He  sees  a  snowy  oiciiard  in  a  green  and  dimp- 
ling plain. 
And  a  little  vine-clad  cottage,  and  it's— Home. 


II. 

He's  the  man  from  Eldorado,  and  he's  had  a  bite 
and  sup, 
And  he's  met  in  with  a  drouthy  friend  or  two; 
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He's  cached  away  his  gold-dust,  but  he'^  sort  of 
bucking  up, 
So    hcs    kept    enough    to-night    to    see    him 
through. 
His  eye  is  bright  and  genial,  his  tongue  no  longer 
lags; 
His  heart  is  brimming  o'er  with  joy  and  mirth; 
II.'  may  be  far  from  savory,  he  may  be  clad  in 
rags, 
r.ut  to-night  he  feels  as  if  he  o^^'ns  the  earth. 


nil 
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Says  he :  "  Boys,  here  is  where  the  shaggy  North 
and  I  will  shake; 
I  tliought  I'd  never  manage  to  get  free. 
1  kept  on  making  misses;  but  at  last  I've  got  my 
stake ; 
Tliere's  no  more  thawing  frozen  muck  for  me. 
I  am  going  to  God's  Country,  where  I'll  live  the 
simple  life; 
I'll  buy  a  bit  of  land  and  make  a  start; 
III  carve  a  little  homestead,  and  I'll  win  a  little 
wife, 
And  raise  ten  little  kids  to  cheer  my  heart." 

Tlicy  signifi(Hi  their  sympathy  by  crowding  to 
the  bar ; 
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The   Man  from   Eldorado 


TIhv    iM'llifd    ii|)    (|irc«'  deep   im.l    diank    h'm 
lioiilrli. 
Hi'  shed  ii  nidiaiit  sriiiic  aromul  and  smoked  a 
rank  cij^ar; 
Thi'V  wislii'd  him  honor,  happiness  and  wealth. 
They  diank  unto  his  wife  to  i>e  -that  unsnspect- 
in.ij  maid ; 
Tiiey  <lr;ink  iinto  iiis  chihlren  half  a  seore; 
And   when   iln-y  i^ot  llintiijili  diinkin-r.  very  ten 
(h'lly  the.N   laid 
'rht>  man  fruni  i-]l(lonido  on  th(>  floor. 


m. 

llc"s  till'  in;ni  from  I]ldorado.  an<l  he's  only  start- 
ing in 
To  viiltiv;ite  a  I  lionsand-dollar  jai;. 
Ills  poke  is  full  of  ^old  dust  ami  liis  Iieart  is  full 
of  sin. 
AikI    1ii"s  dan   inu"   wiiii   a  ,i,nrl  called    .Mndne 
Ma- 
She's  as  Ii.:li'  ;is  ;im_v  fairv  :  she's  as  jtrettv  as  a 
peach ; 
She's  mislress  of  tlie  witchcraft  to  he-jnile; 
Tlieie's  snnsliiiie  in  her  manner,  there  is  music 
in  her  speech. 
.\nd  there's  ((MK  ('Id  rated  honev  in  her  smile. 


I" 
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( »h.  the  fever  f»f  the  <1;iih<'-Ii:iI1  jind  the  jrlitter  anil 
the  shine, 
The  iMjmiy   aiul  the  jewi'Is.  and  the  whirl. 
Tlif   iiiadiH'ss  of   the  tniisic.   the  raitliin"  of  the 
wine. 
The  laimiioroiis  aliiireiiu-nt  of  a  };irl : 
She  is  like  a  lost  madonna  ;  he  is  gaunt,  unkempt 
and  <;rini; 
Hiif  slio  fondles  him  and  <;azes  in  his  eves; 
IlfM-  kisses  seek  his  heavy  lips,  and  soon  it  sjmmus 
to  him 
if.-  has  staked  a  little  riaim  in  Paradise. 


:4" 


"  W  Ik.s  lor  a  juicy  twostep?"  crii-s  the  master 
of  thf  floor; 
Tilt'  imisic  throh.s  with  soft,  seductive  \h\... 
Tlier.'s    jrlitter,    trilt    and    iiJadness;    there    are 
juetty  i;irls  1,'alore; 
Tlicn  "s  a  woolly  man  with  moccasins  on  feet. 
They  know  they've  .!j;ot  him  jjoin-;;  he  is  huyin;: 
wine  for  all ; 
They  crowd  around  as  buzzards  at  a  feast; 
Tlien    when   his   poke  is  empty   they   hoost   him 
from  the  hall. 
And  spurn  him  in  the  jjutter  like  a  beast. 


4:! '' 
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lie's  the  man  from  Kldorado.  and  he's  painting 
red  the  town; 
Fk'liind  he  leaves  a  trail  of  yellow  dust; 
In  a  whirl  of  senseh-ss  riot  he  is  ramping  up  and 
down ; 
There's  nothiii;;  <'heeks  his  niadness  and  his 
lust. 
And  soon  the  word  is  passed  around — it  travels 
like  a  tiame; 
They  fijjht  to  clutch  his  hand  and  call  him 
friend, 
Tlie  chevaliers  of  lost  repute,  the  dames  of  sorry 
fame; 
Tlien  conirs  the  j;rim  awakenin^j  -the  end. 


IV. 

lie's   tile  man   fi-om    Eldorado,  and  lie  jjjives  a 
jrrand  alVair; 
There's    feastin*;.   dancini;,    wine    without   re- 
straint. 
The  smooth  Hcau  Rrummels  of  the  bar.  the  faro 
men.  are  there; 
The  tinhorns  and  juirveyors  of  red  paint; 
The  sleek  and  jiainted  women,  their  predacious 
eyes  airiow — 
Sure  Klondike  Titv  never  saw  the  like: 
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Tlu'D  Mufluc  Mag  proposed  the  toast,  '*  The  giver 
of  the  show, 
The  livest  sport  that  ever  hit  the  pike." 

The  "  live  one  "  rises  to  his  feet;  he  stammers  to 
reply— 
And  then  there  comes  before  his  muddled  brain 
A  vision  of  green  vastitudes  beneath  an  April 
sky, 
And  clover  pastun^s  drenched  with  silver  rain. 
He  knows  that  it  can  never  1h»,  that  he  is  down 
and  out; 
Lif»'  leers  at  him  with  foul  and  fetid  breath ; 
And  then  amid  the  revelry,  the  song  and  cheer 
and  shout, 
lie  suddenly  grows  grim  and  cold  as  death. 
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n<'  grips  the  table  tensely,  and  he  says:   "  Dear 
friends  of  mine, 
I've  let  you  dip  your  fingers  in  my  purse; 
I've  crammed  you  at  my  table,  and  I've  drowned 
you  in  my  wine, 
And  I've  little  left  to  give  you  but — my  » nrse. 
I've  failed  supremely  in  my  plans;  its  rather  late 
to  whine; 
My  poke  is  mighty  weasenetl  up  and  small. 
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The   Man  from   Eldorado 


I  tliank  yon  each  for  coming  here,  the  happiness 
is  mint' — 
And  now.  von  fhirves  an«l  harlots,  take  it  all." 


He  twists  the  thong  from  off  his  poke;  he  swings 
it  o'er  liis  head; 
Tin-  nngi,^  IS  fall  aronnd  their  feet  like  grain. 
They  niitle  ov.-r  loof  :nid  uall;  they  scatter,  roll 
and  spread ; 
The  <lns(  Is  like  a  shower  of  golden  rain. 
The  gncsls  a   iiioment  stand  aghast,  then  grovel 
on  the  liooj-; 
They  figh!.  jni.I  snarl,  and  claw,  like  heasts  of 
prey; 
An.l   thru.  ;,s  ev.iyhody  grahhcd  and  cverylMMly 
s\\  ore, 
The  iii;in   Cintii   KJdt.iado  slipjH'd  away. 


He's   the   !ii:in   from    FMdnrad...  and    fhey   found 

him  siilV  and  dead. 

Half  covered  hy  the  freezing  (»oze  and  dirt. 

A  vhnU'i]  Colt  was  in  his  hand,  a  hole  was  in  his 

head, 

.\nd  he  wore  jin  old  and  <»ily  htK-kskin  shirt. 
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His  eyes   were  fixed  and  horribU',  as  one  who 
liails  the  end; 
The  frost  liad  set  him  riffid  as  a  h)<i; 
And  there,  half  lyini;  on  his  breast,  his  hist  and 
only  frif'nd, 
TluMv  <rou<-he.l   and   \vhin.>d  a  nianiry  yellow 

dog. 
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My  Friends 

The  mail  al.ovc  was  a  innrdcrer,  the  man  below 

was  a  thief; 
Ami  I  lav  there  in  the  hunk  between,  ailing  be- 

joud  belief; 
A  wearv  armful  of  skin  and  hone,  wasted  with 

pain  and  jjrief. 

M.v  feet  wciv  fi'(»z(«,  and  the  lifeless  toes  were 

purple  and  green  and  gray; 
The  little  Hesh  that  clung  to  my  bones  yoti  could 

punch  it  in  holes  like  clay; 
The  skin  on  my  gums  was  a  sullen  black,  and 

slowly  peeling  away. 

I  was  sure  enough  in  a  direful  tix,  and  often  I 

wondered  why 
They  did  not  take  the  chance  that  was  left,  and 

leave  me  alone  to  die. 
Or  finish  me  off  with  a  dose  of  dop*'— so  utterly 

lost  was  I. 


The  bncly  waif  of  the  wood'Camp. 
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Hut  no;  they  brewtKi  nie  tlie  j;r(H«n-spnu'o  tea, 
and  ntirsed  me  there  like  a  child; 

And  the  homicide  he  was  good  to  me,  and  bath«Hl 
my  sores  and  smiled ; 

And  the  thief  he  starved  that  I  might  be  fed. 
and  his  eyes  were  kind  and  mild. 

Yet  they  were  woefully  wicl:ed  men,  and  often 

at  night  in  pain 
I  heard  the  murderer  speak  of  his  deed,  and 

dream  it  over  again; 
I  heard  the  poor  thief  sorrowing  for  the  dead 

self  he  had  slain. 

I'll  never  forget  that  bitter  dawn,  so  evil,  askew 

and  gray, 
When  they  wrapped  me  round  in  the  skins  of 

beasts  and  they  bore  me  to  a  sleigh. 
And  we  started  out  with  the  nearest  jMJSt  an 

hundred  miles  away. 

ril  never  forget  the  trail  they  broke,  with  its 
tense,  unuttered  woe; 

And  the  crunch,  crunch,  crunch  as  their  snow- 
shoes  sank  through  the  crust  of  the  hollow 
snow ; 

And  my  breath  would  fail,  and  every  beat  of  my 
heart  was  like  a  blow. 
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And  oftciitiincs  I  would  dii'  the  dcatli,  yet  wake 

up  io  life  anew  ; 
The  sun   would  lie  all  aldazf  on   the  waste,  and 

tlic  sky  a  idijjjiilin.i,'  1)1im', 
And  the  teats  would  riso  in  tny  snow  blind  eyes 

and  fiiriow  my  eliecks  like  dew. 

And  the  (aiii}ts  we  made  wlien  tlieir  strength  oiit- 
jdayetl.  and  t lie  day  was  j»inflied  and  wan: 

And  oil.  the  joy  of  ilial  Messed  jiall.  and  Ik.w  I 
did  dfead  'In*  dawn  ; 

And  liow  1  hated  the  wcaiw  i:ieii  w  Iio  rose  ;iiid 
dfaLr.<;<'d  me  on. 

And  oh.  how    I   lieiTLred  to  lest,  to  lesl    -  the  snow 

was  s(»  sweet  a  shiimd  ; 
And    oh.    how     1    eiied    when    they    iiip'd    nie   on, 

rried  and  cursed  them  aloinl: 
Yet  on  they  sttained.  all  vaeked  and  pained,  and 

sofeh    theif  haeks   were  bowed. 


And  then   i.'  was  all  like  a  lurid  dfeam.  and  I 

prayed  for  a  sw  ift  release 
From  the  rtithless  ones  who  would  not  leave  me 

to  die  alone  in  peace; 
Till    1    wakened   up.  and   T   found   myself  at  the 

post   lif  tlie  :Monnte(l    Pidice. 


My  Friends 


93 


Ami  flu'ic  was  my  fru'iid  tlic  iinir«l<M-(>r.  nix]  then' 
was  my  friend  the  thief. 

With  hiacHets  of  st«'el  around  their  wrists,  and 
wieknl  beyond  belief: 

I'.iit  wlien  tliey  eome  to  dod's  jiidj»menl  seat- 
may  I  lie  alhiwed  the  brief. 
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The    Prospector 


I  sTuoij,i:it  lip  nU\   [{oiiaiixa.  wIicit  I  staked  in 
niiiciv-t'i'jlit. 
A-piirposf  ti)  icvisit  the  old  ciaiiii. 
I  kept  ihiiiUinjj  niijfhty  sadly  of  the  funny  ways 
of  Kate, 
And   tlie  lads  who  once  were  with  ine  in  the 
jianie. 
Poor  Inns,  they're  down-andouters,  and  there's 
scarcely  on<>  to-day 
Can  show  a  dozen  colors  in  his  poke; 
And  nie,  I'm  still  prospecting,  old  and  battered. 
j;annt  and  irray. 
And    I'm   h>oKinir   for  a   gnib-stake,  and    I'm 
broke. 


T  strolled  up  old  Honanza.    The  same  old  moon 
looked  down: 
The  same  old   Irnidmarks  seemed    to  yearn   t«» 
me: 
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r.iM  ilic  rjilMiis  all  w.Mt'  sil..|it.  aii,l  tin-  tiai.  on.  .• 
lik«'  a  tow  II. 
Was  iiiijility  still  and  lnn<'soiM«'-lik«'  to  s*"*-. 
Tlicrc  \v«*i«'  |iil«-s  and  [liles  of  tailin^js  wIumv  wo 
toilt'd  with  pick  and  pan. 
And  tninin-;  round  a  bend  I  lu'ard  a  roar; 
And  ihrrr  a  jriant  gidd-sliip  of  the  v«'r\    newest 
plan 
Was  tearing;  cliunks  of  pay-dirt  from  tlie  shon-. 


It  wallowed  iti  its  water-bed;  it  bnrrowcMl,  heave<l 
and  swuiifij; 
It  ;;na\v(>d  its  way  ahead  with  <;rnnt  and  sighs; 
Its  l»|||  of  fare  was  roek  and  sand;  the  tailings 
were  its  dting; 
1 1   glared  around   with  tierre  eleetric  eyes. 
Full  fifty  buckets  traniined  its  maw;  it  bellow.nl 
out  for  more; 
It  looked  like  some  great  monster  in  the  gloom. 
NN'itli  two  to  feed  its  sateless  greed,  it  worked  for 
sevejl   score. 
And  I  sighed  :  "  Ah.  old-time  miner,  here's  your 
doom  I" 


*i*t 
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Tlic    idle    windlass   turns   to    lusi  ;    the   saggintr 
sluice-hox  falls; 
Tlie  liidt's  you  digged  are  water  to  the  brim; 


<>(> 


The  Prospector 


^••iir    little   simI  roofed    ciiMiis    with    tin-    sim^tlv 
moss  rhiiikcd  \\;ills. 
Alt'  <lt'iitlil.\    now   iiiid   iiioiiMciinj;  iiiid  dim. 
Tin-  l»;inl('  field  is  silent,  w  lieie  of  old  vou  fon<;lit 
it  out ; 
Tin*  eliiims  von  (iei-celv  won  ate  lost  and  s(dd ; 
l!nt   there's  n   little  ainiv  that  thev'll   lu'Vei-  put 
to  font- - 
The  men  who  simpl.v  live  t(»  snk  the  fjold. 

The  men  who  rsiu't  lememher  when  they  leanieil 
to  swinj;  a  park. 
Or  in  what  lawless  land  the  (pn'st  hejran; 
The  s«ditai\    seeker   with    liis  j;itil>  stake  on   his 
back, 
The   i-estless  Itileratieer  of  piek   and   pan. 
On  the  mesas  <»f  th«'  Southland,  on  the  tundias 
of  the  North. 
Vou    will    tind    lis,   chanj.'ed    in    face,  hut    still 
the  same; 
And    it   isn't    need,   it    isn't    <:ie;Ml    that   sends   us 
fa  rill','  forth — 
It's  the  fever,  it's  the  jjloiv  of  the  "aiiie. 


l^u-  once  you've   panned    the  speckled   sand   and 
seen  the  honny  dust. 
Its  ]>eerless  Itriirhtiiess  blinds  yon  like  a  spell; 
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hs   littli-  .-Is*'  V.HI   r.itc  iiiMinr:  ,v«.u   •;(.  Imtjiiis.' 
yoii  musr. 
AimI  .v«.ii  f.H'l  that  von  'r.uhl  follow  if  to  holl. 
VniiM  follow  if  in  hiinff«'r.  and  you'd  follow  it  in 
rold  ; 

Voud  follow  if  in  solifiidr  and  pain; 
And    when   you'ro  still'  and   baftem*<l   down    let 
soiiM'onc  wliis|H>r  "  dold," 
You're  li«.f  to  iis«'  and  follow  it  ai;ain. 


-^-1 


Y.'f  look  yoii.  if  r  find  the  stuflf  it's  just  llko  so 
much  dirt; 
I  flins:  if  f(»  fill'  four  winds  liko  a  child. 
Its  wiiu'iind  painted  women  and  the  fhin«p<  that 
do  me  hurt. 
Till    1    crawl    hack,    lM'<;<;ared.   hioken.    to   the 
Wild. 
Till    I   erawl  hack,  sappe«l  and  sodden,    to    mv 
prnih-sfake  and  my  tent; 
There's   a   city,   tlieres   an   afiiiy    (hear   theiii 
shout ». 
There's    the    ir,,|,i    j,,    millions,    millions,    hiif    I 
haven't  }rof  a  cent; 
And  oh,  it's  me.  it's  mo  that  found  it  out. 
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It  was  my  dream  that  made  if  jrood ;  my  dream 
that  iiuide  me  p> 
To  lands  of  dread  and  death  disjuized  of  man. 
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But  oh.  I've  known  a  jrlory  tliat  tlieir  hearts  will 
iicvor  know 
When    I   ])i(k«'(l  tlio  first  hit;  imir^'ct  from  mv 
pan. 
It's  still   my  dream,   mv  daunt  less    dream    that 
drives  me  forth  once  more. 
To  seek  and  starve  and  suffer  in  the  Vast; 
That    heaps    my    heart    with    eaj;(>r    hoi>e.    that 
glimmers  on  hefore — 
My  dream  that  will  uplift  me  t<.  the  last. 


Perhaps    I   am  stark  <ra/,y.  init  there's  none  of 
you  too  sane; 
It's  just  a  little  matter  of  degree. 
My  hohby  is  to  hunt  out  gold;  it's  fortressed  in 
my  brain ; 
It's  life  and  love  and  wife  and  home  to  nie. 
And  I'll  strike  it.  yes.  I'll  strike  it;  I've  a  hunch 
I  eannot  fail ; 
I've  a  vision,  I'v*'  a  juompting.  I've  a  call; 
I  hear  the  hojirse  stampeding  of  an  army  on  my 
trail. 
To  the  last,  the  greatest  gold  camj)  of  them  all. 

Beyond  the  shark-tooth  ranges  sawing  savage  at 
the  sky 
There's  a   lowering   land    n<»   white   imiii   ever 
struck ; 
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TImiv's  jrold.   fhcn-'s  jjold    in   iiiilli<.iis,  sum!    I'll 
find  it  if  I  (lie. 
And  I'm  j;oing  there  once  more  to  trv  my  luck. 
.M:iyhe  I'll  fail— what  matter?     It's  ji  mandate, 
it's  a  vow; 
And  when  in  lands  of  dreariness  and  dread 
Vo.i  sfM'k  the  last  lone  frontier,  far  beyond  yonr 
frontiers  now. 
Yon  will  find  the  old  prospector,  silent,  dead. 


Y"!/  irill  fhi,f  a  fnftciril  fmt-poh   uitJi  n  rafK/rd 
rnJtr  hclotr  it: 
Yon   irill  find  a  rmtrd  ffrddptin  mi  tlir  sad: 
Yuu    trill  find   the  claim    I'm    ftcrkinff.    irifh    my 
honea  an  stakes  to  show  it: 

lint  I've  sou(/ht  the  Inst  Rerordr,-.  and  ffrs 

God. 
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The   Black  Sheep 

-Th.-   a.  is.. ..rati,-   ...•.•,.. lu-wll    i,.  C,,,,.,.!.,    f,  .■.|,...„f  Iv 

IIM!I\    I,,  llir  rirr  tliiit  hftrr  him: 
\\  hot  luis  iiiHffi/irif  til,   stniiii* 
\rn  r  his  hint h( is  hrfnrr  him 

Sh'iirril  the  hint  of  a  sfnii,." 
Uillk  to  the  fii/is  mill  irethrrs; 

Ihiil,-  tn  Ihf  ithi  ifniy  mm: 
"  Wr'n  all  nf  iis  irhifr.  hut  hr's  hlarj,  as  nifiht,. 

Anil  hr'll  „rrrr  hr  north  a  <1iimn." 


I'm  up  oil  til."  I.iilly  w.HMl.pil,.  ill  tlic  hack  of  tho 

iMlITiU-ks   \i\Yi\  \ 

"A  (liiiiiihMl  (lisunicc  ro  tho  force,  sir."  with  ,a 

coinia»I«'  staiidin^r  {jnanl; 
Mnkiny;  flu'  l.lnir  Pm  l.nsy.  doin;;  ,„v  six  months 

hard. 


The  Black  Sheep 
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••  ^ix   iiioiitlis  lund   iind  tlismissfd.    sit."       Isn't 

fliMt  nitlMT  Ih'II? 
Ami  :ill  Itcciiiisc  (if  the  lifpior  laws  ;unl  tin"  wilt's 

«»f  a  ::;itiv!'  holh' — 
Si.iiif  "  liiMKii  ■'   I   <;avi"  to  a   Siwasji   liiavf  w  Im 

swin'c  that  lie  wmiMu't   tell. 

Ai    least   tln'v  stiif  that    1  iliil  it.     It's  so  in   the 

town  report. 
All  that  I  can  nM-all  is  a  ni^ht  of  revel  and  sport. 
\\  hen  F  woke  with  a  "  head  "  in  the  «;nanl-rooni, 

Jind  they  drajijied  nie  sirk  into  eonrl. 

And  the  (>.  ('.  said:  '•  Von  are  {rnilty."  and  I  sai 

n»'ver  a  word ; 
I'or.  han-i  it.  von  see  \  eonldn't — I  didn't  know 

what  had  ocenrrnl. 
And.  nnder  the  rirminstanees.  denial   wonid  he 

ahsnrd. 


I!nl   the  one  that  cooked  nty  hacon  was  (irnhhe 

of  the  City  Patrol. 
Me  fa;rji«*<l   for  my  room  at    Klon.  and  didn't   I 

devil  his  sonl  I 
And  now  he  is  jrettin};  I'ven.  landing  me  down  in 

the  hole. 
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I'liififrin-  ;i\v:i.v  on   i},..  WMKl-pil,.;  .].  .-hon^s 

round  the  squam 
'ni.TO  -O..S  ;,r.  ,.(li.,.,-s  liMl.V     -iv.-s  MM-  ;,  hi.n-htv 

Mo   thni's   ;m    ..i,il"s    uxv„    n.-plMMv     f|,:,«    is    H,p 
lianlcs;  u,  l,,.;,!-. 

T«.  flunk  .,f  tl...  poor  ol.l  n.af<T  awaitin-  L.-r 
pio<li.<,'al  son. 

TIm.-  I  hinUr  Imt  heart  xv  ifh  my  folly.  I  was  al- 
ways I  he  wliiic-haircd  one. 

''•''"'^     '■•"^ ''If    "'=«f    tlH.y-r<.    .ookinjr    will 

sni-cly  Im-  f»\»'r»lon('.  > 

J "11  };<»  ha.k  and  yarn  lo  the  Hisl,(,p;  m  ,ianre 

Willi  the  villaiTc  Im'IIc; 
I'll  hand  r..nn.l  tra  to  th..  ladi.-s  and  evrvthiuij 

will  h..  well. 
>NlH'iv  I   hav.-  I„vn   w^.n't   matter:  what  I  have 

N'-en   I  wont  tell. 


Ill  soar  to  th,.ir  ken  like  a  eomei.     They'll  see 

iiic  with  never  a  stain ; 
Hnt  will  they  reform  me?-  far  from  it.     We  pay 

for  our  {deasnre  with  pain: 
Mut  the  .l<,jr  will  return  to  his  v<miit.  the  hojr  to 

his  nailuw   a^rain. 


The  Black  Sheep 
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I  \i'  «  licwcd  Mil  the  rind  nf  i  rcntion.  jumI  bitter 

I've  tasted  the  same; 
Sin.Kcd    lip    airainst    hell    and    (hiinnation.    I've 

inana^ed  t(»  stay  in  fhi-  uaiiie; 
r\f   had    I  ly    iiKinieiiis  nf  skitow  ;    \'\t'   had   inv 

seasons  of  shame. 

Iliats  past;  when  one's  natnie's  a  eiarked  one, 

it's  too  jolly  hard  to  mend. 
Si.  lon<r  as  the  road  is  h'vel,  so  lonj;  as  I've  cash 

to  spend, 
I  m  bound  to  go  to  the  devil,  and  it's  all  the  same 

in  the  end. 


The  bnjrie  is  soiindinj;  for  stables:  the  men  troop 

otl"  throiifih  the  {floom  ; 
An  orderly  layinj;  the  tables  sin«;s  in  the  bright 

mess-room. 
I  I'll  wash  in  the  prison  bucket,  and  brush  with 

the  prison  broom.) 


J 


III   lie   in   my  rell   and   listen;   111    wish   that    I 

couldn't  hear 
The  laiijrh  and  the  dian'  <»f  the  fellows  swigging 

th«'  canteen  beer; 
The  nasal  tone  of  the  gramophone  playing  •'  The 

Maiidolier." 
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An.Iif..,.„.s,o,„...,l,o„jrhirsmistv.rl.atnij.I.t 
«>f  til.'  Ilrnvinjr  howj, 

Tl..-.f  tl.c  ,„.■„,  who  potlaM,..,]  flH.  wl.isk.v  an.l 
Jnndcd  iii(.  into  ^|„.  Iij^Ij. 

'>f  the  ('it II  I'afrof. 


'i  n 
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Natf^  bw  rock  and  tree ; 
Nothing  bur  wood  and  stone. 
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I  w  ii.i.  not  wash  iry  faoe; 

I    will   iiut   hnish  my  hair; 
I  "pi};'"  aionnd  thi*  ]i\iU'v — 

ThjTc's  iioIkhIv  to  t-arc. 
Notliin;:  lnit  nick  and  tree; 

Xotliiiij;  hnf  wood  and  stone; 
Oil  (iod.  it's  Im'11  to  h(> 

Alitiit'.  aloiH',  ahuu'. 


*  '* 


SiKiw -|ir;iks  and  dn'p-<;asli«'d  draws 

<'orral  im*  in  a  rinj;. 
I  feel  as  if  I  was 

The  oid.v  livinj;  tliinj; 
(►n  all  this  hlif^httnl  earth; 

And  so  T  frowst  and  shrink. 
And  crtuu'liin};  by  my  heartli, 

I  hear  the  thonghts  T  tliink. 


m 
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'  'liink  ..f  ;,J|  I  ,„iss    . 

''"'"'  '"'^^  '   'I'^'mI  Io  know; 
Th.'  -iris  I  iis,.,|  f„  k,\;^. 

Til.'  ...in   I   iiscl   (,,  1,1, ,„  . 
TIh'  l.ais  I  iiscl  to  lunint; 

Tlic  liirkrr  aiHl  flic  low; 
Tin-  l.c-rs  I  <li,ln"t  want 

'  '    «  isli   I   Ii:i<l  "..in  now  I. 

l>;iy  afi.T  dav  tin-  saiiii.. 

Only  a  littli'  wuvsv, 
-Vm  on.-  Io  irioiich  or  Mam.'  - 

'>li.  for  a  lovinj;  .ins.': 
Oil.  in  the  m-rhf  I  f.-ar. 

Niinnf|.(|  hy  nain.'l.'ss  thing's. 
•Just   for  a  voire  to  ehecr, 

•fiisr  for  a  hand  that  clings: 


Faintly  as  fioin  a  star 

Voices  coine  (•'ci'  I  lie   line; 

N'oices  of  irhosts  afar. 

Nor  in  this  world  of  mine. 
Lives  in  whose  loom  I  jjrope; 

Words  in  whose  weft  I  hear 
Eajrer  the  thrill  of  hope. 

Awful  tl hill  of  fear. 


The  Telegraph  Operator 

I'lM    I  liiiikin^  out   iiImihI  ; 

I  fcrkoii  tliat  is  l>ii)|; 
(  TIm'  snow   is  likf  a  slin»ii<l(  — 

.Mavhr  Till  ;;oin<x  iiumI. 
Say!   woiildni   tliat  Im'  tonj;h? 

This  awful  Imsli  that  hiij?s 
Ami  clinkcs  oiH'  is  (Miou^Ii 

To  inak<'  a  man  jro  '*  hufis." 


lo; 


Tli»'i«'"s  ii<»t  a  tliiiij;  to  <lo; 

I  cannot  sI»M*p  at  nijjlit: 
No  \von«l('r  I'm  so  hhio; 

Oh,  for  a  friendly  fight! 
The  din  and  rush  of  strife; 

A  !inisi('-hall  airlow; 
A  crowd,  a  «ity,  life — 

Dear  (Jod.  I  miss  it  sol 

Hert'.  you  iuive  moped  enough  I 

Rrace  up  and  play  the  game  I 
But  say.  it's  awful  tough — 

Day  after  day  the  same. 
(I've  said  that  twice.  I  bctt. 

Well,  there's  not  much  to  say. 
I  wish  I  had  a  pet. 

Or  something  T  could  play. 


w: 


'o«  The  Telegraph  Operator 

Clwiv  iij.:  don't  jrct  so  jilniM 

And  sick  of  evervthinfj; 
Tlu'  worst  is  yet  to  rome ; 

<M)d  Ik'Ij*  you  till  the  Spiinjr. 
<J«m1  shield  you  fnun  tlic  Fear; 

TcjHli  yon  to  Ian;;!!,  not  moan. 
Ha!  lia!  it  sounds  so  qinMT 

Alone,  alone,  alone. 


loo 


The   Wood- Cutter 


Till',  si: If  is  ti/.r  an  i:nrihtjn\ 
One  of  those  blue  official  ihinfjx: 

And.  scaliuff  it,  to  mock  our  Itopr. 
The  moon,  a  silver  tcafcr.  clinj/s. 

W  hat  shall  nc  find  nhen  death  (fires  leare 

To  read — onr  sentence  or  re/irieref 


s  i 


I  Ml  hold  ill};  it  down  on  Ood's  s<nip-pil<\  np  on 
the  fafj-end  of  earth ; 
Oer  inc  a  menace  of  inountaiiis.  a  river  that 
jrrifs  at  my  f(H't; 
I';""'  f(»  face  with  my  sonl-sclf,  weij^hiu};  my  life 
at  its  worth; 
Wnmlrriiij:  what  I  was  made  for,  here  in  mv 
last  retreat. 


^'  4  :' 


'lilt    ' 

'  I";  ii 
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'^asr:  All.  yes.   it's  ihe  finish.     Hav,.  rv.M-  y. 
ln'jird  a  man  crj? 
(Sobs  that  rake  him  and  rend  him,  iijr|,t  f,,,,,, 
the  base  of  the  chest. ) 
TImfs   how    rv<.  ,.,.UH|,   oh.   so  ofton ;   an,l    mnv 
that  my  tears  are  dry. 
1   sit  in  the  desolnie  «,niet  and   wait  for  the 
infinite  Kest. 


H<*st:    Well,    ifs   n-stfi.l    aronnd    me;    it's  qniet 
clean  to  the  core. 
The  mountains  pose  in  their  ermine,  in  jroldea 
the  hills  are  clad; 
Th«'  bi-  blue.  silt-freighte<l  Yukon  seethes  by  n.v 
cabin  door. 
And  r  think  it's  only  the  river  that  keeps  nie 
from  going  mad. 


By  day  it's  ruthless  monster,  a  eall«»us,  insatiate 
thing. 

With  oily  bubble  and  .'ddy.  with  sudden  swirl- 
iiig  of  breast ; 

n.v  nighl  it's  a  writhing  Titan,  sullenly  murmur- 
ing, 

Kver  and   cvfr  goaded,  and   ever  <rvin<r  for 


rest 
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It  ciit's  for  its  huinau  tribute,  but  me  it  will 
never  drown. 
I've  learned   the  lore  of  my  river;  my  river 
obeys  me  well. 
I  Ijew  and  I  launch  ii.y  cordwood.  and  raft  it  to 
Dawson  town. 
Where   wood    means   wine  and    women,   and. 
ineidentallv.  hell. 


FTell   and  anguish   thereafter.     Here  as  I   sit 
alone 

I'd  -ive  the  life  I  have  left  me  to  lighten  some 
load  of  care. 
(The  bitterest  part  of  the  bitter  is  being  deniwl 
to  atone; 
Lips  that  have  mocked  at  Heaven  lend  them- 
selves ill  to  prayer.) 


#i 


mi 

m 

ii 


ftnimtnif   as   a    hrrflr   pkn'H  On    thr   nmlh'  of 
Fate: 

A  irntrh  in  a  cosmic  death  cril.  peaks  for  m,, 
prison  bars: 
Whelmcft  by  a  irorhf  stupendous,  lour/,,  and  list- 
lettH  I  wait. 

fhouncd  in  a  .va  of  sUmce.  strenn  uifh  ,„n- 
fetti  of  stars. 


Eli  ■     i 
fall     !' 

MfsH      " 
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S*'.-:  from  far  up  the  valley  a  rajiier  pierces  the 
"ifflit, 

The  white  search-ray  of  a  steamer;  swiftly, 
serenely  it  nears; 

A    i.roiKl,    white,    alien    presence,    a    -littering 
galley  of  lijriit, 

Confident-poised,   triiimpliant.   freighted    with 
hopes  and  fears. 


I  look  as  one  looks  on  a  vision;  I  see  it  ptilsating 
by; 

I  glimpse  .j(.y-radiant  faces;  I  h.'ar  the  thresh 

of  the  wheel. 
Iloof-like  my  heart  heats  a  moment;  then  silence 

swoo|>s  from  the  sky ; 
Darkness  is  j.ile<l  upon  darkness.     <Jod  only 

knows  how  I  fe<'l. 


.Mayhe  youve  seen  me  s<unerimes;  mayl)e  you've 
pitied  nie  tlu'U — 
The  lonely  waif  of  the  wood-<amp,  here  hy  my 
cabin  door. 
Some  day  you'll  look  and  see  not;  fufih'  and  out- 
cast of  men. 
I  sliiili  be  far  fntm  your  j)ity,  resting  forever- 
more. 


iff-. 
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-I///  /ifr   ,ra.s  a  ,n„Ur,„    i„   riphrrs.   ,,    „;„r,i  u,„l 
innfitlrss  .sum. 
Slip.s/,o,/   omf    Ht,tpl,l    I    ,rurhr,1    if.    ,l„„,/    ,,„ 
ncifution  and  doubt. 
Cip/irrs  thr  tutui  roufmuts  u>r.      (,   /,,„(/,.   ,nH, 
tfiif  uHiis/t'uid  Ihuiuh. 
^too,>   likr  a   iwtlllunt  .srhoolho,,.   ,rif,r  „W  f,„- 

ever  out! 
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The  Song  of  the  Mouth  Organ 

.\Vitl.ap..l..KM.s,n,h.-.sinK..,„f,| S..„K,.ni...MHnjo.-, 

I'M  a  hnuu-U  littJc  hit  of  tin  and  honr; 

I'm  beloved  by  the  Legion  of  the  Lost; 
I  haven't  jyot  a  "  vox  huniana  "  tone. 

And  a  dime  or  two  will  satisfy  n.y  tost. 
I  don'f  attempt  your  hijih-falntin"  tlijjhts; 

I  am  moic  or  h-ss  uncertain  on  the  kev; 
But  I  tell  yon.  iK.ys,  there's  lots  and  lots  of  nijjhts 

When  youve  taken  mi-hty  con.fort  out  of  me. 

I  weifjh  an  ounce  or  two.  and  Pm  so  small 

Vou  can  pack  me  in  the  pocket  of  vour  vest; 
And  when  at  nifjht  so  wearily  you  crawl 

Into  your  hunk  and  sln-tch  your  limhs  to  rest, 
Yoti  take  me  out  and  play  me  soft  and  low. 

The   simple   s<m,i;s    that    trouble   your   lu-art- 
strinf;s: 
The  tunes  you  used  ^o  fancy  lonjr  ajro. 

Before  you  made  a  rotten  mess  of  things. 
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TImii  a  dieaniy  look  will  come  into  your  oyos, 

And  \oii  break  off  in  the  middle  of  a  note; ' 
And  then,  with  just  the  dreariest  of  sighs, 

You  drop  me  in  the  pocket  of  your  coat. ' 
Hilt  somehow  I  have  buckcnl  you  up  a  bit ; 

And,  a*:  you  turn  around  and  face  the  wall. 
Vou  don't  feel  quite  so  spineless  and  unHt— 

You're  not  so  bad  a  fellow  after  all. 

I><)  you  recollect  the  bitter  Antic  night; 

Your  camp  beside  the  cany<m  on  the  trail; 
Your  tent  a  tiny  s«|uare  of  orange  light; 

The  moon  above  consnniptive-like  and  pale; 
Y(uir  supper  cooked,  your  little  stove  aglow; 

You  tired,  but  snug  and  happy  as  a  child? 
Then  'twas  "  Turkey  in  the  Straw  "  till  your  lips 
w  ere  nearly  raw, 

And  you  hurle<l  your  bohl  d.'fian.i-  at  tlu>  \\  iid. 

!»..  yon  recollect  the  Hashing,  lashing  pain; 

The  gulf  of  humid  blackness  overhead; 
Tlic  lightning  nuiking  rapiers  of  the  rain; 

Tin-  cattle-horns  like  candles  of  the  dead ; 
>  on  sitting  on  your  bronco  there  a](uie. 

In  your  slicker,  saddle-sore  and  sick  with  cold? 
'><•  vou  think  the  silent  herd  did  not  hear  "  The 
Mocking  Bird," 

Or  relish  "  Silver  Threads  among  the  Gold  "? 
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I>o  vo„  r.rMll.Mt  ilM.  wiM  M.-.-Hlau  roast: 

TJk-  lM..-..J.wi.Hl.s  an.l  tlu'  i,.v,  n,;ni„jr  s.-us- 
Tl..-  n.jri.fs  v.M,  tl.on^'l.t  rl.af  .'VMvtl.in^r  „,,s  i...,- 
''''"• -"''.vs  vo„  loil,.<Ii„xvat..rtovourkn,..s:    ' 
Hm'  tiu7.ru  lailitu's  shiM-kin^'  in  tlic  -.»!,.; 

'n..'  Iiissin-  sKM.ps  an<l  -ulfs  of  livi<I  foLin  • 
>N  I..M.    vo„    .iMvml   yo,„.   n...ss„,ar..s    ni„,.    with 
"livu  Holt"  aiKl  "Ocrircntine." 
AiKl     "Dixir     Land 
llonir"? 


ami     '•Scin-r     XHlit- 


l..'l  tlM- jaimnv  hanjo  v.,ir,.  Jlir  Voun-.M-  Son. 

VNlio  wails  for  liis  ivinittance  to  ariiw; 
I  irpivsmt  tin-  jr,in,y.  jrHtty  on... 

Who  sweats  his  hones  to  kn'p  hiins..|f  alive- 
Wh.,'s  uv  a-ainst  the  real  tliin-  fro.n  his  birth- 

NNhose  iierifa-e  is  hard  and  hitter  toil: 
I  yoi.r  the  weary,  smeary  ones  of  earth. 
The  heh.ts  of  the  sea  and  of  the  soil. 


r...   the  Stelnway  of  stran-e  n.iselnef  and   mis- 
elianee; 
Tni  the  Stradivarius  ..f  Idank  defeat: 
In    the    down-world,    when    the    devil    |',,,ds    the 
dane«'. 

I  am  simply  and  synd.olieally  Mi.M't ; 
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I'm  tl...  invpivssiv..  spirit  of  inankin.l: 

I'm  til.,  small  bov  |.layinjr  kmi,kl..-,lown  u  itii 
I»«'atli: 

At    tl...  ,M..I   of  all    il,in-s   know,,,   ul,,.,,.  (Jod's 
nil»l»isli-ln.ap  is  tlii-own. 
I  shrill  i„ip,„l,.„t  tiinnipl,  at  a  luvatli. 


li.'  1 


rin  a  liiiiiilil..  little  hit  of  tin  and  lnun : 

Tni  a  l)y..wo,<l,  I'n,  a  F»laytl,infj,  I'm  a  jest: 
Th..  vii-tnoso  looks  on  nie  with  scorn: 

Hut  fh..,-e-s  ti,„..s  wh..,,   I  a„,  better  than  th.. 
best. 
Ask  the  stok.'r  an.l  the  sailor  of  the  s«'a : 

Ask  the  nin.ker  and  the  hewer  of  th..  pine; 
Ask  the  heider  of  th..  plain,  ask  th..  -I..an.'r  of 
th.'  ffrain — 

Th.-i-..'s    a    l.)wly,    b.vinir    kin-.l.i,„_an.l    it's 
mine. 


-Ji. 


If 
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spranj;  froi,,  our  stools. 
<Jol(l!    UV  WIU.H.HI  in  tUv  fn^ro,,.  «,,,,  ^.j^,, 

faith  of  fools. 
'•>^'>h.ss,  „„f,H.„.,.  „nfitr..<l,  f;„.  f,,„„  the  niRht 

and  the  c<.ld. 

"''"'•<«    «.'   the  ,larion   sununons.   followed   the 
master-lure— (Jold  I 


>!.'..  f.oM.,he  sands  of  the  Su„laud:Mu.n  from 
the  woods  of  the  West- 

Men    from   the   farn.s  and   the  cities,   into  the 

-Von  h land  we  press«Ml 
<Jivybeards  and  striplinj^s  and  wo.nen.  ,.ood  ,uen 

and  had  men  and  bold, 
'-•'avinjr  our  homes  and  our' loved  on.-s.  ervin- 

«'.\ni(antiy— **Oold:*'  *      ^ 
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X.wr  was  MH'n  siuh  an  aimv,  pitiful,  fntilr,  un- 
fit; 

N.v.i-  was  s«'('ii  snrli  a  spirit,  manifold  ronia;,'.' 
an«l  ;riif; 

.\«'v.i  has  Uxn  siicli  a  rolioit  luuhv  one  banner 

••nrolletl, 
As  snr«e(l  to  the  ia<,'};e<l-«-<lj;ed  Antic,  urgtKl  by 

the  arch-tempter — Oold. 


•  I'arewell."  w»'  rrie<l  to  onr  dearests;  little  we 

eannl  for  their  tears. 

•  Farewell.'  we  erifnl  to  the  hnmdrum  and  the 

.voke  of  the  hireling  years; 
•'list    like  a    pack   of  schoolboys,   and   the   big 

cn»wd  cluH'red  us  good-bye. 
Never  were  hearts  so  uplifted,  never  were  hopes 

so  high. 


i     ^    H 


TIm-  spectral  shores  ilitte<l  past    ns.    and    every 

whirl  of  the  screw 
Hurled  ns  nearer  to  fortune,  and  ever  we  planned 

what  we'd  do — 
1><>  with   the  gold   when  we  got   it-   big,  shiny 

nnggets  like  plums, 
Tliere  in  the  sand  of  the  river,  gouging  it  out 

with  our  tliu'nbs. 


,'sl 
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sfiid; 
A.l.inl.oMl.ln„is..in.p;,h.....v...,.,  ,i,,.,,,., 

lie.  kcil   |,|ilic..  of  M I. 

'<•  ii  iiiiin. 
'-'•''I''"^    "•   "-^'IM.    in   our  visions   |..n;r  ,.,,.   ,„.. 

llJlil   lM';;;in. 


If. 

^V.■  h....h-.|   in   ^vin,|■s^v..,M  Sk;,i;vv;,v.     ^^v   j,,;,,,.., 

flic  wflti-iinjr  nijiss. 
Cliiinorin^   mv,-,-   ,|.,.i,  ,„„Mts.    u;,i,i„.   ,..  ,,in,l, 

the  I'.iss. 
W.'  nV|ii,.„,.,|  „,ir  ^riHl.s  and  .„.,.  parkshaps;  w,. 

liiik.Ml  on  t|„.  Fliinian  Cliain. 

^^Jis  a  pain. 

<-""•  ^^^.s  ,1...  joy  of  on,,  fares;  ^,.in,  an.l  l,a-.r.l 
Jiinl  pale; 

'''''"' '""•^^""■'""•fH"*«I.ipI.<MnUvas,|,an:r<..! 

to  tin-  car.-  of  the  trail. 

W..  finnjr  on.sHv..s  in  tl...  st.n-I.',  parking;  our 

J?tnl)  in  ivlays. 
«f«'I>  by  stop  fo  til.,  snniniit   in   fl„.  I.air  of  tho 

winter  ilav.s. 


lilc 


iv.  ■ 


■i.'jitened   our   girths  and    our    j^clc-straps :    we 
iked  on  the  Human  Chain,  ,  t. 

ing  up  to  the  summit,   where  ev«^  step  was 
pain. 
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ri.iiiiiilti'iii";  <I»M'|»  in  flit-  sniiip-lioli-s,  stniiiltliiif; 

•  tilt  ii^Min ; 
<  rvidt:  with  roM  and  wcakiH'ss,  rni/.y  witli  fear 

anil  pain. 
Till  II    frnin    jIic  (l«'|»flis  of  our   travail,   vvv  our 

spii'its  wiM'c  lM'<>k«>, 
•  iiiiii.  tenarious  and  savajrc,  tlic  hisf  of  the  tiail 

awoke. 


•  Klondike  or  hnstl"  lanj;  tli<'  slogan;  rvcry  man 

for  Ills  own. 
<»li.  Iiow    \vc  tl«»;r;;<'d  tln'  horsj's,  stafigi'rin};  skin 

and  bone  I 
nil.  how  \v«'  rtirsj'd  their  weakness,  an^nish  they 

«t>nld  not  tell, 
I'.reakinjr   their   hearts   in   our   passion,   lashing 

them  on  till  thev  fell! 


>  i 


lor  arnb  meant  uold  to  our  thinkin*;.  and  all  that 

eonld  walk  must  pack ; 
The  sheep  for  the  shambles  stumbltMl,  eaeh  with 

a  load  on  its  bark ; 
And  even  the  swine  were  bnrden«'d,  and  };runted 

and  sipu'aled  and  rolled. 
And    men    went    mad    in    tin'    moment,    huskily 

■  litmorinj:  "  iJold  !" 


fc.^H 
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nil,   UP  w..,-,.  |,nn,.s  aiMl  ,],.vil,s.  jr,m,J..,|  |,v  l„st 

an<l  fi'jii-: 
Our  (.y,.s  w.'i-..  stiained  to  the  .Suinmit;  the  woak- 

line's  (hopped  to  the  rear, 
'•'alliiij;  in  h..;,ps  In   the  trail-side,  heart-broken, 

limp  and  \v;iii; 
Hut  the  -.IPS  e|<,sed  iif)  in  an  instant,  and  heed- 

less  the  ehain  wrnt  on. 


NVv.-r  will    I    f,„....,    i,,   ,,..Mv  on   ihr  n.ountain 
fa«v. 

Antlike,  Mien  with  th.'lr  Imrdens.  .linfrinj,'  in  icy 
spjiee; 

DoffP'd,   detrrniii and    djiunth'ss.   en„.|   ami 

'•allons  and  eold. 
^'in-sin-    l.l;.sphe,Minv:.    revilin-    and   ever   that 

battle  rrv-—"  (iobl '." 


Thus  toil.Ml  w..,  ti...  army  of  fortune,  in  hnnjfer 

and  hope  and  despair. 
Till  jrlaeier.  mountain  and  forest  vanishwl,  and 

ladiantly  fair 
There  at  our  feet  lay  Lake  Rennett,  and  down  to 

its  welcome  we  ran  : 
The  trail  of  the  land  was  over,  the  trail  of  the 

water  bejraii. 


The  Trail  of  Ninety-Eight 


'^3 


illst 


III. 

We  built  our  boats  and  wo  launcbocl  tlioni.  Novor 

has  b<'«»n  such  a  fl<vt; 
A  i>a«kin}r-riis<'  for  a  bottom,  a  tnarkinaw  for  a 

.slicct. 

Shapeless,  Krotes(|ue,  b)psi<lod.  tlinisy.  makeshift 

and  crude, 
KjMh  man  after  his  fashion  buil.icd  as  b«'st  lie 

could. 

Kach  man  \vorke<l  like  a  de?uon.  as  prow  to  rud- 
der we  raced; 

The  winds  of  the  Wild  cried  "  Hurry,"  the  voice 
of  the  waters,  "  Flaste." 

We  hate<]  those  driving  before  us;  we  <lreaded 
those  pressing  behind ; 

We  cursefl  the  slow  current  that  bore  us;  we 
praye<]  to  the  Owl  of  the  wind. 


Spring!   and   the   hillsides    tlourish<Hl,   vivid    in 

jewele<l  green ; 
Spring!  and  our  hearts'   bloml   nourishefl  envy 

and  hatHHl  and  spleen. 
Little  cared  we  for  the  Spring-birth;  mmh  cartnl 

we  to  get  on — 
Stake  in  the  (Jreat  White  Channel,  stake  ere  the 

best  f)e  gone. 
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Til.'  jii-.M-.l  ,,f  t|„.  j_r,,|,|  |,.,ss«ss«m1  lis;  |.ity  and 
Invi'  were  f(ir;;ot ; 

('••vctoiis  visions  obsess*.'*!  us;  Inofh.T  with 
Itrotlici-  fonjilif. 

I'jiitnjT  with  paitiHT  wian};I«'«l.  <'arli  one  claim- 
in},'  his  (liir; 

Wiany;h'(l  an<l  halved  their  oiittits,  sawinj;  tlieir 
boats  in  two. 


Thnswise    we    voyaged    f.ake    I'.ennett.    Tajfish, 

then  Wind.v  Ann, 
Sinister,  sava^^e  and  bah'fiil.  bodinj;  ns  hate  and 

harm. 

.Man.v  a  seow  was  siiattei.'d,  tiieie  on  that  iron 

shore; 
Man.v  a    heart    was   broken,  strainin;;  at   sweep 

and  oar. 


We  roused  Lake  .Marsh  with  a  ehorns,  we  drifted 

man.v  a  mih>; 
There   was   ih<'  ean.von   before   iis'    ravelike   its 

dark  detih*; 
The  shores  swept   faster  and    faster;   the  river 

narrowed  to  «  rath  ; 
Waters  tliat  hissed  disaster  reared  npri<:ht  in  onr 

path. 
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R»*rn'atli  ns  tlio  fjrwn  tumult  clmniin*;.  ahov«»  us 

tlip  cavornous  fjloom ; 
Around  us,  swift  twisting  and  tuminj;.  tlu'  black, 

sullen  walls  of  a  tomb. 
W'v  spun  like  a  chip  in  a  mill-race;  our  hearts 

hammered  under  the  test ; 
Then     oh.    tin'    relief   on    each    ehill    fiiee: — we 

soared  into  sunlight  and  rest. 


Hand  soujiht  for  hand  on  the  instant.  Cried  we: 

"  Our  trotibles  are  o'er.'* 
Then,   like   a    rumble  of   thunder,   heard    we  a 

canorous  roar. 
Leaping  and    boiling  and   seething,   saw    we   a 

cauldron  afume; 
There  was  the  rage  of  the  rapids,  there  was  the 

nu'ua'  e  of  doom. 


1  ^' 


The  river  springs  like  a  racer,  awn-ps  through  a 

gash  in  the  rock ; 
lintts  at  the  boulder-ribbed  bottom,  staggers  and 

rears  at  the  shock ; 
Leaps  like  a  terrifi«»d  monster,  writhes  in  its  fury 

and  pain; 
Then  with  the  crash  of  a  deiiuui  springs  to  the 

onset  again. 


jy^ 
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Dared  we  that  ravening  torror;  heard  \vp  its  din 
in  our  cars; 

•  "iill.Hl  on  the  (Jod  of  our  fathers,  jujjfrlcd  for- 
lorn witli  our  fears; 

Siiiik  t-o  onr  waists  in  its  fury,  tossnl  to  the  sky 
like  a  fleece; 

Then,  when  our  dread  was  the  {greatest,  erashwl 
into  safety  and  peare. 

But  what  of  the  others  tliat  followed,  losinj;  their 

boats  by  the  score? 
Well  could  we  se<'  them  and  hear  them,  strung 

down  that  desolate  shore. 
What  of  the  poor  souls  that  perislunl?    Little  of 

them  shall  be  said — 
On  to  the  Golden  Valley,  pause  not  to  bury  the 

dead. 


Then  ther«»  were  days  of  driftinf;.  l»r<M'/.es  soft  as 

a  sigh ; 
Night  trailed  her  robe  of  jewels  over  the  floor  of 

tlu'  sky. 
The  mcxmlit  stream  was  a  python,  silver,  sinuous, 

vast. 
That  writheil  on  a  shroud  «»f  velvet — well,  it  was 

done  at  last. 


The  Trail  of  Ninety-Eight  127 

lli.ic  were  the  tents  of  Dawson,  there  the  scar 

of  the  slide; 
Swiftly  we  poh'd  o'er  the  shallows,  swiftly  leapt 

o'er  the  side. 
lins    frinjjed    the   mouth   of   Bonanza;   sunset 

jjilde<l  the  dome; 
'rh<'  test  of  the  trail  was  over— thank  God.  thank 

God,  we  were  Home  I 


jiLfl^ 
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In  tlu'  little  Criinsoii  Manual  it's  written  plain 

and  clear 
That  who  would  wear  the  scarlet  coat  shall  sav 

good-bye  to  fear; 
Shall  be  a  guardian  of  the  right,  a  sleuth-hound 

of  the  trail — 
In  the  little  f'rimson  Manual   there's  no  such 

word  as  *'  fj»il  " — 
Slijill   follow  on    though   heavens  fall,  or  hells 

top-turrets  frc  e. 
Half  round  the  world,  if  ne<Ml  there  he,  on  bh'e<l- 

ing  hands  and  knees. 
It's   duty,    duty,    tirst   and    last,    the    Crimson 

Manual  saith; 
The  Siarlet  Rider  makes  reply:  '-It's  duty— to 

th<'  death." 
And  so  they  sweep  the  solitudes,  free  men  from 

all  the  earth ; 
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ArMl  so  flu'v  st'iitini'l  the  w«mk1s,  flu*  wilds  that 

know  theii-  wot  Mi; 
And  s<    they  8(onr  the  start hd  plains  and  inotk 

at  hurt  and  pain. 
And  read  their  Crimson  Manual,  and  find  their 

duty  plain. 
Kiii;;hts  of  the  li>«ts  <»f  univnown.  horn  of  the 

frontier's  need. 
IHsdainful  of  the  sp<.^en  word,  exultant  in  the 

deed; 
rticonscions  heroes  of  the  waste,  proud  players 

of  the  jjame; 
I'rops  of  the  po«er  behind  the  Throne,  upholders 

of  the  name  : 
I'or  thus  the  Great  White  Chief  hath  said,  "  In 

all  my  lands  be  peace," 
And  to  maintain  his  word  he  jjave  his  West  the 

Scarlet  Pol  ire. 


-to 


l.ivid-lijuKNl  was  the  valley,  still  as  the  jfrave  o^ 
Oml: 

Misty  shadows  of  mountain  thinned  into  mists 

of  eloud ; 
<'<>ipselik«-  and  stark  was  the  laud,  with  a  quirt 

that  erushe<l  ami  awe<l. 
And   the  stars  of  the  weird  Suh-arctir  ;rlim- 

merinl  over  its  shrotid. 


li 
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l»«M|,  ill  fi,,.  ivf'iuh  of  tin-  vall.-v  tw«»  ni(>ii  sta- 
tioned the  Post, 
Seymour  and  Clancy  the  reckless,  fresh  from 
the  long  patrol ; 
Seymour,  the  sergeant,  and  Clancy,  Clancy  who 
made  his  boast 
He  could  cinch  like  a  broncho  the  Northland, 
and  cling  to  the  prongs  of  the  Pole. 


Two  Ion*-  men  on  detachment,  stsiiiding  for  law 
on  the  trail; 
l^ndismayjHl    in    the   vastness.    wise    with    the 
wisdom  of  ohl — 
(>n»   of  til.,  night   hailed  a   lialf-btviHl,  telling  a 
pitiful  tale, 
"  ^^  hite  man  starving  and  crazy  on  the  banks 
of  the  Xordens<(dd.'' 


Up  sprang  tlie  re«l-liaired  Clancy.  Iran  and  eager 
of  eye; 
Loaded  the  lonir  tobojrjrj,,,.  strapped  earh  dog 
at  its  post; 
Whirled   liis   lasli    at    th<-   lea.lcr;   then,    with  a 
whoop  and  a  cry. 
Into  the  (Ji-eat  White  Silenee  faded  away  like 
a  uhost. 
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«■  .  Ininls  were  ji  jiiistv  shadow,  the  hills  were 

a  shadowy  iniat ; 
Sunless.  voi(«'h'ss  and  pnls«'l<'Ns.  fh«*  day  was  a 

dn'anj  of  wo<*: 
rhron;;h    th.-    ir.-iifts    f|i«.    livpr    smok.MJ    and 

iMibblcd  and  his.m'd ; 
Behind  was  a  trail  fresh  broken,  in  fr.uit  tlie 

nntroflden  snow. 


Ahead  of  the  do},'s  ploii<rlinl   rianr.v.   h.-iloiMl  b.v 
steaming;  breath ; 
Thronffh  iwril  of  open  water,  thronRh  aehe  of 
insensate  cold ; 
Fp  rivers  wantonly  winding;  in  a  land  aftlanr.fl 
to  death. 
Till  \w  came  to  a  eowerinp  eabin  on  the  banks 
of  the  Nordensoold. 


Then  <'Ian<y  IoosihI  his  revolver,  and  he  strode 
throiifrh  the  open  door: 
And  tliere  was  the  man  he  soujrht  for.  eroneh- 
injr  iH'side  the  fire; 
The  hair  of  his  beard  was  singein;;.  the  frost  on 
his  back  was  hoar. 
And  ever  he  erooned  and  chanted  as  if  he  n«»ver 
would  tire: 


,  *! 
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Clancy  of  the  Mounted  Police 


'•  /  fniinii  >/  mill  /  /Kiiniiil  in  tin    sliim/  sninl.  ninl 

I  siiijtrfl  nil  thr  I  iirr  htir: 
lint   I   l.ii'iir,  I   /.iinir.  tliat   it's  ihnrn   hrhnr   that 

thr  ifiihhn  trrasurrs  are: 
Si,  I  II  nail  and  irait  till  the  floods  abate  and  I'll 

siiilc  a  shaft  onee  more. 
And  I'd  like  to  bit  that  I'll  ijo  home  i/rt  n-ith  a 

/»;y/.y.y  batid  plaffiiiff  on  before." 

lie  was  iii^li  as  thin  as  a  sliv«'i-,  and  lie  whiiuHl 
lik«»  a  iiioost'-liido  ctir; 
Sm  t'laiH-v  rl<>tiH>(l  him  and  niirsiMl  him  as  a 
moth«'r  ntifsi's  a  tliild  : 
Lifted    him   on   the   tolH>^};an.    w  rapped   him   in 
fobes  of  fnr. 
Then  with  the  d<);j:8  sore  straining;,  start***!  to 
fare  the  Wild. 


Said   llie   Wihl:    "I    will   crnsh   this  Claine.v.  so 
ft'arless  and  insoh'nt ; 
For  him  will  I  loos«'  my  fnry.  and  blind  and 
biitlet  and  beat; 
I'ih'  up  my  snows  to  stay  him;  tlu'ii  when  his 
streujrth  is  spent. 
Leap  on  him  from  my  ambush  and  ornsh  him 
under  mv  feet. 
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"  "'III  \         I  riiij:  with  my  sil«'iir«'.  toiiipass  him 
w        /iiy  «-t>l«l : 
<'h>s('i-    ti:  i   rIos«'i-  rliihli   him   iiiilu   mini*   ii  v 
hn'a.-t; 
HiilVrt  him  with  my  hii/zanls.  iht-p  in  my  snow 
enfold, 
('laimin<;  his   life  as   my    irihiiti*.   j^ivinj;  my 
woIv«»s  the  r«'sr.*' 

Clancy  nawhnl  thi-onjfh  the  vastness;  o'er  him 
th<»  hate  of  the  Wihl ; 
Full  on  his  face  fell  the  blizzard;  cheering  his 
huski(>8  he  ran ; 
Fightinj;,  fierce-hearted  and  tirelcHs.  snows  that 
drifted  and  piled. 
With  ever  and  ever  hehind  him  singing  the 
crazv  man : 


"  Sin;f  hei/.  fdii;/  ho,  for  tin-  icr  and  mnnr. 

Ami  a  hvart  that'x  em  merry: 
l.rt  UH  trim  ami  Hqitare  with  a  lorrr's  rare 

( For  irhi/  shoultl  a  man  he  mrriff  i 
.1    (pare  (Ueit,  tlerp.  irith  thr  moon  a-perft. 

A  (/rare  in  the  frozen  mould. 
Sinff  hrtf.  nin;f  ho.  for  thr  irintfs  that  hloir. 
And  a  ;/rare  deep  doim  in  the  irr  and  vmom-. 

.1  firare  in  thr  J>ind  of  gold." 
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Da.v  jjfici-  iljiy  of  (liirkncss.  tln'  wliirl  of  tin*  se«'tli- 
iiitr  shows; 
Dav  afln-  day  of  l»liinlii«'ss,  tin"  s\\«m»|)  of  t||«. 
siin-jiii};  blast; 
On  through  a  blur  of  fury,  the  swing  of  stagger- 
ing l)lows; 
On  througii  a  world  of  turmoil,  empty,  inam- 
and  vast. 


Niirlil    Willi    its   wiiihiiij;  sloim  w  hiil.   night  di-s- 
|taiiin;:ly  idack  ; 
Nigiii  with  its  hours  of  terror,  numb  and  eod- 
h'ssly  long; 
Nigiii     with     its    wiary    waiting,    fighting    the 
shadows  hack. 
.\nd  evil    the  <  lourhing  maduiitn  singing  his 


<"oit|  with  its  (  ici'ping  t«'rr(M-,  cold  with  its  sud- 
den rlinrii ; 
<'<dd  so  utter  y«ui  wonder  if  'twill  ever  again 
be  warm ; 
rianey   grinned   as   he  shuddered.     "Surely    it 
isn't  a  eineh 
Ueing  wet  nurse  to  a  looney  in  the  teeth  of  an 

.\let  ir  storm." 
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Tin-  l.lizzard  pjiHwil  and  thr  djnvri  hrok*-.  kiiifo- 
<'d;;.d  and  tivxtal-rlrar; 
TIm-  sk.v   was  a   tdn«>-doiiit'd    ir«'lM'i<r.   siinshini' 
outlawed  awav; 
i:v.i     |,y    snowslidr    and     ii»'-ii|,    hsiiint.'d    ami 
hoveled   the  Fear: 
Kvei-  the   Wild    i!iall;.'iiaiit    |M.ised   and   panted 
to  Slav. 


Tlie  lea«l-do<;  fnM-zes  in  harness— cut  him  ont  of 
the  team ! 

The   hinj;  of   the   \vlieel-do«rs   h| |i„j,     ^|„„,j 

him  and  let  him  lie; 
On  and  on  with  the  others-^  lash  them  until  they 
scream ; 
•  Tnll    for  your   lives,   you   devils:     On!      To 
halt  is  t(»  die." 


There  in  the  fro/.eu  vastness  t'laney  fonjrhi  with 
his  f(tes; 
The  ache  of  the  stilVemHl  finders,  the  cut  of  the 
snowshoe  thonj;; 
Cheeks    Idac!: -raw    tl.rou^'h    the    ImmhI  lla|.,    eyes 
that   tin;,ded  and  c1os»h1; 
.\nd  ever  lo  iirfre  and  cheer  hiiu  quaveriMl  the 
iiiadman"s  son-;. 
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<<il<|.|-    il     •J.iiW     ;|||<l    r.il.lcl-.    I  ill    tll<-    l;|sl     hiMt     jt'ff 

till-  i-;i?tli. 
Ami  ih.i-i-  in  the  ;;i-.;ii  >.iiirk  vti||ii<-«is  ilic  hali- 
Hits  i:lini<-«l   :iti<l   -l«'iiiiii-<l. 
Aim!  tiic  WiM  all  :iroiin*l  .xiiltt-.l  an*l  >;|i.M>k  with 
;i  tlfvllish  mirth. 
Ami  life  was  fat'  and  f<itij..it«'n.  tin'  ixhost  of  a 
juv  (inc  •'  <li')-airi«'fi. 


I)«-;itli!      Ami    nm'    win.  dctiiMl    it.   a    man   of  tin- 
.Mont.t«M|  Police; 
Foiiflht  it  tli«'!c  to  a  standstill  lonjr  afr«M-  liofX" 
was  y;onc : 
(iriiMK'd  ilifon<;li  his  hitter  atifrnisli.  fought  with- 
out   let    or  tease. 
SMlleriiijr.        iraiiiiti;;.      strivinj;.      stiunblinff. 
stru<r^diii^  on. 


Till  the  dojrs  lav  down  in  their  (races,  and  rose 
iiml  stay:i:eri'd  and   fell  ; 

'I'i"  " .ves  of  him  dimmed  w  ith  shadows,  and 

the  trail  wns  so  hiir<l  tf»  see: 
Till    the   Wild    howled   out   triumphant,  and   the 
world  was  a  frozen  hell 
Then   said   Consfahle  Clancy:    "I   irucss   thar 
it's  n]>  to  me." 
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Far  (U.«ii  til.,  fiiiil  tli.'v  saw  hiiii.  mul  his  U.uuU 
tlH-y  «('i('  Ithmrlu'd  like  hntw; 
FFis  fare  was  a  ItlarkciiiMl  lioinir.  from  liis«'v»'- 
li<ls  tlip  salt  rhfiiin  ran; 
His  f«..i  lie  was  lifiiiio-  siian^rclv.  as  if  tln'v  wit*' 
inadi-  of  stitiii'. 
Hut  safi-  in  his  arms,  atnl  shM'|.in^.  h«-  r  arrifil 
thi*  rrazv  niau. 


So  Clamv  irot  into  Harracks,  and  ih.-  hovs  made 
rath«'r  a  sccni*; 
And  th«'  (>.  ('.  .all»'d  him  a  h»'ro.  and  was  nite 
as  a  man  coiihl  he; 
But  Clancv  };azed  down  liis  trousers  at  the  place 
wlierc  his  toes  liad  b«i'n, 
An«l  then  he  h(»wled  like  a  husky,  aui]  sang  in 
a  shakv  kev : 


M  hni  I  ,/„  l,„rh  t>,  th'   „l,l  Inn   Hint's  tnn   lo  the 

I'll  saif.  '  ffen's  hushclM  of  ffold.  Ion,'  ,,«,/  /•// 

kiMH  my  fit,}  on  the  lips: 
•  U'x  /fours  ft,  linir  on, I  lo  huhl.  I„i; .'     /f\   th,' 

],ru,„l,  pioinl  ho,/  I  irill  he, 
Mh,ii  I  ,jo  h,i,-l-  to  th,    ohi  lo,,    that's  ,r,iifr,l  s„ 

lo„,f  for  I,,,'." 


i  ;>^s 


Lost 

••  lil.\('h  is  til*  sLy.  hut  thr  laiiil  in  trhitr 
(O.  tlir  iriiiiL  thr  xnnir  anif  the  ntontn. 

Fathrr.  irhrrr  is  our  boif  toni<iht? 
I'rojf  to  i'lUil  hr  is  mfr  and  iranii  " 

"  Mitthrr.   iiinlhn  .   irhif  xhnilhl  ffnit   frorf 
Safr  iH  hr.  ami  thr  Arrtir  inonu 

(hrr  his  roltiii  shinrs  so  rlcar — 

Rent  ami  shrp,  'tirill  hr  mornimj  soon. 


'*  It's  •fcttiii^  tliirk   iiwfnl   siithlt'ii.     Say,  tliiH  is 

niifjlity  qiHMTl 
WlitM'j'  ill  [\w  world  liavi'  I  jrot  to?     It's  still 

nii«I  black  as  a  loiiih. 
I   i-f<ko!i(>4l  III*'  ramp  was  yoii«i«'i-.   I  tl^iii-iHl  thi' 

trail  was  lu'it" — 
Nolliiiiy:!   Just    ilraw   and    valley    pat-ktil    with 

qni«>l  and  {jlooiii ; 
Snow  thai  <-oni<'s  down  like  fcatht'i-s.  tliitk  and 

;jol»hy  and  }ir»*y : 


f* 


Th«re  was  the  rage 


1 


■ 


Lost 


'  M) 


Ni^'lit  thar   looks  s|»it»'fii|   iiy;l,v  -sjnmiis  that    I've 
lost  my  way. 

'•Till'  roM's  pit    an   (il^.-   liki-  a    jark  kiiifi-     it 

linist   Im'  forty  holow  ; 
LoastwavH  that's  what  if  sih'ims  likr     it  .iifs  so 

fi«'n«>  to  th«'  bon««. 
Thf  wimls  y;«'ttiiiy:  vi'»\   f«Mo(ioiis:   It's   licaviiitf 

an«l  nhii'lin^  the  snow; 
It  swiii«:s  with  a  howl  of  fury,  it  di.'s  away  to 

a  moan ; 
Its  arms  sw^-f'p  around  lik«*  a  lmnsh«H''s.  swift 

and  icily  white, 
And  htitrot  ami  Wind  and  l>oat  mo.     Lord :  It's  a 

hell  of  a  ni<rht ! 


*'  I'ln    all    tanjrl««<l    up    in    a    blizzard.      Th«'r.''s 
only  on«'  thinjr  to  do  - 
Kjh'p  on  movinp  and   tnovinjj;  its  d«'ath.  it's 
death  if  I  rest. 
Oh.  God!  if  I  m'o  the  niorninjr.  if  only  I  stnipgle 
thronjfh, 
I'll  say  the  prayers  I'v*'  forgotton  since  I  lav 
on  my  njothi'r's  breast. 
I  seem  jroinp  round  in  a  circle;  maybe  the  camp 
is  near. 
Say!     Did  somel>ody  holler?     Was  it  a  lifrht 
I  saw? 
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Lost 


Or  \v;is  it  unl.v  ;i  iiMticii?    I'll  slioiit.  iind  maybe 
thcyll  lit'Jii- — 
No:  the  wind  only  <lroAvns  nu'— shout  till  my 
throat  is  raw. 

'•  Tiic  hoys  :nv  all  round  the  ramp-fire  wondering 
wIh'U  ril  he  hack. 
They'll   s(M)n  he  starting  to  seek   me,   they'll 
scarcely  wait  for  the  liffht. 
What  will  they  find.  I  wonder,  when  they  come 
to  the  rnd  of  my  track — 
A  hand  stu.k  out  of  a  snowdrift,  frozen  and 
stifT  and  white? 
That's  what  they'll  strike,  I  reckon ;  that's  how 
they'll  find  their  pard, 
A  i.ie-faced  rorps.'  in  a  snowhank   -curse  you, 
don't  he  a  foctl! 
Play  the  ^ame  to  the  finish;  het  on  your  very 
last  <ard: 
Nrrvi'    yourself    for    the    stru;:j:le.      <Jh,    yon 
coward,  keep  <'ool ! 


••  I'm  jioin-  t«.  lick   this  hii/.zard;  I'm  j;oinj?  to 
live  the  night. 
Tt  can't  down  me  with  its  bluster— I'tn  not  the 
kind  to  be  beat. 


Lost 


14' 


(hi  liiiii.ls  an.I  kii.M's  will  I  Imrk  it;  with  «'V«'ry 
iHcitth  will  1  i'vAhi; 
h"s    life,    it's    life    tiiiil     I    tij;lii    for     ik-v.t    it 
s«'«Miif<l  SO  sweet. 
I   know   that   my  fa«('  is  frozen;  iii.v   liaii.ls  air 
nninblike  ami  dead; 
Hut  oh.  my  feet  keep  a  inovinj;.  heavy  ami  hai<I 
ami  slow; 
They're  tryiiij;  t«»  kill  me,  kill  me.  the  iiiirht  that's 
hlaek  overhead, 
The  wind  that  cuts  like  a  raziu-.  the  whipcord 
lash  of  the  snow. 
Kn-p  a-movinjr.  a-movin^s  dont.  dont  stumble, 
y(»u  fool  I 
Curse  this  snow   that's  a-pilinj;  a  purpose  tt» 

block  my  way. 
It's  heavy  as  -iold   in  tlie  ro<ker.  it's  while  and 
flpoey  as  wool; 
It's  soft  as  a  l>ed  of  feathers,  it's  warm  as  a 
stack  of  hay. 
Curse  on  my  Un't  that  slip  so.  my  i>o<.r.  tired, 
stumhlinfi  feet; 
T  pipss  they're  a  job  for  the  sur};«'on.  tlwy  feel 
so  qneerlike  to  lift. 
I'll  rest  them  just  for  a  moment  oh.  but  to  rest 
is  sweet ; 
The  awful    wind   cannot   jret   me.   deep.   de<»p 

down  in  the  drift." 
10 


1.;: 


Lost 


"  Fath(i\  (I  hitter  rrif  I  heard. 

ihtt  Iff  tin  nit/ht  so  darlc  and  irild. 
\\  hy  is  nifi  henri  ho  strani/ehf  stirredf 
Tutts  lil,r  the  mice  itf  our  errituj  rhihl." 

"  Mother,  iiioth<  r.  ifou  only  heard 
A   icaterfou:!  in  the  locked  lai/oon: 

Out  of  the  nu/ht  a  wounded  bird — 

liext  and  strrp,  'tirill  he  inoniin;/  vf/o/*." 


••  Who  is  it   talks  <»f  sleeping?     I'll  swear  that 
somebody  shook 
Me  hard  by  the  arm  for  a  moment,  hut  how 
nil  carlh  could  it  be? 
S<H'  how  my  feet  arc  moviii};     awfully  funny  they 
look 
Movinj;  as  if  they  l>elon<;ed  to  a  someone  that 
wasn't  me. 
Tlie  wind  down  tlie  iii<;hl's  loiiu  alley  bowls  me 
down  like  a  pin; 
1  stajrger  and  fall  and  staj^f^er,  crawl  arin-d«H'p 
in  the  snow, 
lieaten  back  to  my  corner,  how  can  1  hope  to 
win? 
And  there  is  the  Idizzard  waitin;;  to  <»ive  me 
vhe  knockout  blow. 


Lost 
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"Oil.  I'm  so  warm  an.!  slwpy;  no  more  hnnp'r 
and  pain. 
Just  to  rest  for  a  niouumt;  was  ever  rest  such 

a  joy? 
11a,  what  was  that?     I'll  swear  it!     SoniebiMly 

shook  me  a}?ain ; 
SiMuebody  seemed  to  whisper:    "Fight  to  the 
last,  ray  boy." 
Kif,dit:   that's  rijiht,   1    must  stnigsh'.     I   know 
that  to  rest  means  death. 
Ih-ath:  Imt  then  what  does  death  mean?— ease 
from  a  world  of  strife, 
l/ife  has  been  none  too  pleasant;  yet  with  my 
failing  breath 
Still  and  still  must  I  struggle,  flght  for  the 
gift  of  life. 


Seems  that  I  must  be  dreaming;  here  is  the  old 
home  trail; 
Yonder  a  light  is  gleaming;  oh,  I  know  it  so 

well : 
The  air  is  scented  with  elover;  the  cattle  wait 

by  the  rail ; 
Father  is  through  with  the  milking;  there  goes 

the  supper  bell. 
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MotlHT,  vonr  hov  is  Jiyinj;,  <»nt  in  tin*  ni>;ht  an<l 
cold ; 
Ij't    iiK*  in  and   f<»r};iv<'  ni<'.  I'll   never  he  had 
any  more; 
I'm  oil,  so  sick  and  so  sorry;  please,  dear  nuiflier, 

don't  scold — 
li's  jnst  your  hoy,  and  lie  wants  you    .... 
Motlier.  open  the  door.     .     .     ." 


••  Fathi  r,  fiither.  J  nair  a  fore 

I'li  ssiil  just  iioir  to  tin    irimloiriKiiii  ! 
Oh.  it  (fazed  for  a  nionniit's  Hjnnr. 

\\H)I  ami   irun,  ami  iras  i/oiif  aiiaia." 


"  Motlitr.  iHothcr.  ijoit  snir  the  snoir 
I  hi  f  till  iloini  from  thv  iiiaplr  tnr. 

{Oh,  flu   ivind  that  is  sohbinfi  .so 
U'rf////  ami  ironi  ami  old  arc  irc)  — 

ihihf  the  snoir  ami  a  iroandnl  loon  — 

A'r.y/  ami  slrrp,  'lirill  hr  inoniimi  soon." 
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L' Envoi 


^^■<•  talktHl  of  yt'sti'ivrars.  of  trails  and  tivai^irc. 
Of  men  who  played  tlie  game  and  lont  or  won ; 
Of  mad  stampedes,  of  toil  beyond  all  measure. 

Of  campflre  comfort  when  the  day  was  done. 
We  talked  of  sullen  nights  by  moon-dogs  haunt«Ml, 

Of  bird  and  beast  and  triH',  of  rod  and  gun; 
Of  boat  and  tent,  of  hunting  trip  enchanted 
Beneath  the  wonder  of  the  midnight  sun; 
Of  bloody-footed  ilogs  that  gnawed  the  traces, 
()f    prisoned    seas,    wind-Iashtnl    and    winter- 
locked  : 
The  ice-grey  dawn  was  pale  upon  our  faces, 
Yet  still  we  filled  the  cup  and  still  we  talkiMl. 


The  city  street  was  dimmed.    W«'  saw  the  glitter 
Of  nioon-picked  brilliants  on  the  virgin  snow. 

And  down  the  drifted  canyon  heard  the  bitter 
Helentless  slogan  of  the  winds  of  wrw. 
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nvoi 


Tin*  city  was  forgot,  and  parki-skirhKl 

We  trod   that  lea^elesH  land   that  once   wo 
knew ; 
We  saw  stream  past  down  valleys  };lacier-girte<l 

TIm'  wolf-worn  legions  of  the  caribou. 
\Vc  smoked  our  pipes,  o'er  scenes  of  triumph 
dwelling; 

Of  deeils  of  daring,  dire  defeats  we  talked; 
Antl  othe,'  tales  that  lost  not  in  the  telling, 

VA•^'  to  our  be<ls  uncertainly  we  walkfnl. 


And  so.  dear  friends,  in  gentler  valleys  roaming. 

l»erhaps.  wIhmi  on  my  printed  page  you  look, 
Yotir  fan«i»'s  l»y  the  fircligiit  may  go  homing 

To  that  lone  land  that  haply  you  forsook. 
And  if,  iMMchance,  you  hear  the  silence  calling. 

The  frozen  music  of  star-yearning  heights. 
Or.  dreaniiuju.  sec  tlie  seines  of  silver  trawling 

Across  tlie  sky's  abyss  on  vasty  nights, 
You  may  recall  that  sweep  of  savage  splendor. 

That    land    that    measures   each    man   at    his 
worth, 
.\nd  feel  in  memory,  half  fierce,  half  tender, 

The  lm)therho<ul  of  men  that  know  the  North. 


